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CHAPTER I. 



REFLECTIONS. 



The fowl dished up by the landlady, and 
served upon fine linen, was plump, and 
juicy and aromatic enough to re-excite « 
the appetite of an alderman after an im- 
mense dinner at the Mansion House ; but 
Holdsworth hardly touched it. The woman 
looked vexed as she removed it, for the 
neglect of such a dainty was as good as 
a spoken disparagement of her skill as a 
cook. She set a fine cheese, fresh from 

VOL. in. B 



JOBN K0LD8W0BTE. 



the farmhouse over the way, upon the 
table, and butter from the same dairy, 
firm and sweet-smelling, as butter should 
be; but these were left untasted. 

"I don't know who he may be," she 
whispered to her husband, outside, "but 
if he don't make a better dinner than this 
every day, it's no wonder his body's a 

shadder." 

The setting sunshine streamed into the 
little parlour in which Holdsworth sat, 
and enriched the room with its vivid 
. crimson light ; the soft evening breeze 
wafted pleasant perfumes through the open 
window; and in the air was the tender 
and delightful peace which falls with an 
appreciable hush over little country villages, 
where the sinking of the sun is the signal 
for rest 

Holdsworth had made up his mind to 
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sleep in SouthboTime that niglit. He 
needed the silence aad the solitude the 
little inn promised him, that he might 
meditate upon the steps he should now 
take. 

The feverish misery that had been bom 
in him by the landlady's story was, in 
some meaaure, tranquiUised, and he had 
now the power, at least, to think witii 
tollable clearness. And yet he was sorely 
perplexed, as he sat with hiB head resting 
on his hand and his weary eyes fixed on 
the Ettle garden outside. Impulses were 
governing him that made his mind incline 
from side to side like a pendulum. Had 
Mr. NewccHne been alive ^ — the kind and 
good old rector, whom he recalled with 
love — ^he would have gone to him, avowed 
himself, and entreated his counaeL 

He felt that Dolly was dead to him. 

6 2 
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He felt this, though no words that he 
had at his command would have enabled 
him to explain his ideas. His own grand 
sense of honour witnessed this truth, that 
she had married another man in fall belief 
that he — John Holdsworth — was dead ; 
and he recognised and appreciated the 
force of the overwhelming claims of the 
moral obligation imposed on him to leave 
her belief undisturbed. Why ? Because 
its disturbance would generate a heavy 
burden of shame, would make her practi- 
cally false to both men, and stain her 
nature with a sin whose hue would not 
be the less dark in the sight of the 
world because her conscience had no share 
in it. 

Such instinctive perception of the high 
needs of the seldom-paralleled situation his 
fate had placed him in, could only have 
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possessed a man of deep honour, great 
humanity, and rare unselfishness. 

But his child ! 

The child of his own passionate love for 
Dolly ! There was the magnetic power 
that drew all his inclinations away from 
the silent command of honour. 

To see her — ^to behold himself renewed 
in a sweet child's face — to press his lips 
once to her cheek — once only, if never- 
more ! 

Oh ! not once — ^not once only ! To dwell 
near her, to have her in his sight, to watch 
them both, and live out the years that 
should be allotted him in secret contem- 
plation of the joy, the sacred pleasures, 
the divine emotions embodied in this 
woman and her babe; happinesses which 
had been broken away from his life — 
could not this be ? 
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He started up and looked at himaelf in. 
the glass over the mantel-ftkelf. Had 
suffering wrought in his face to sitdi poor 
purpose, that even the eye of love could 
pierce through the sunken mask? His 
child knew him not — ^and Dolly, deeming 
him dead, and holding him a thing of the 
irreclaimable past, could not behold — could 
never imagine that she beheld — ^in that 
bowed figure, that bearded face, those 
hoUow eyes, that hair with patches of 
gray all over it, the handsome, vigorous, 
upright, clear-eyed man whom she had 
called husband. 

Husband ! . . . and she had left 
him I 

Stop ! Passages of the landlady's story 
echoed in his ears ; how the poor young 
lady was starving; how she had a tiny 
baby to support ; how the workhouse 
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seemed better to her than the hopeless, 
scanty produce of the needle; how she 
held back, reluctant to give her hand to 
the man who wished to marry her; how 
she had wept when her hand was given ! 

Oh,^ husband ! oh, lover I though to the 
past only tho^e titles now bdong ; by your 
own suflferings, remember hers ! By your 
own misery, when, feeling yourself dying 
alone on the great deep, your physical 
torments yielded to the fiercer tortures of 
your heart when you thought of your wife 
praying for him, whom, you said to your- 
self, she shall never see again, remember 
her! pity her! Was his imagination so 
poor that he could not find it in him to 
make, out of the landlad/s brief tale, a 
pregnant, bitter picture of his wife's trials ? 
Not so ! To such a heart as his, one hint 
of misery would bring with it many 
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piteous details. There was infinite anguish 
in the picture his fancy drew ; but he 
forced himself to contemplate it, that the 
jealousy, the disappointment, the despair 
of unfulfilled hope, might melt out of his 
heart, and leave it a fit shrine for the 
consecration of the two images which the 
uncontrollable will of his humanity as a 
father and a husband declared should be 
placed there. 

His fingers had stolen over his face as 
he stood before the looking-glass. A long 
time he thus remained, while the sun went 
down behind the trees in the far-off fields, 
and the twilight stole softly into the room 
and made his figure visionary. When he 
withdrew his hands from his eyes, they 
were wet ; but the one star shining clearly 
in the dark blue overhead had dawned 
out of the light to witness a fairer sight 
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than the sun had shone upon — ^a face from 
which all vestige of haxdness aad severity 
had passed, eyes heavy with tears upturned 
to God's kingdom, and lips whispering a 
prayer for help, for courage, for counsel, 
to aid the resolution of his heart, intent 
upon a noble self-sacrifice that should yet 
not remove it from the sphere of aU that 
it held dearest on earth. 
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HANWITCH. 



Hanwitch is nowhere seen to greater 
advantage than from the summit of the 
little hill that flanks it on the west. Here, 
if you are an epicure in your enjoyment of 
what is picturesque in scenery, you will 
take your stand at sunset, while the 
splendour still flushes the heavens, and the 
country all around is tinted with a delicate 
crimson haze. In this fairy light, Han- 
witch, from where you stand, will resemble 
some architectural dream; for the serene 
sky gives an ideality to the proportions 
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which are magnified by the soft combiBing 
shadows, and peace broods in the streets. 
The noble chnrch dedicated to St. James 
towers in the midst of the houses ; its spire 
glows with the red fire, which a little while 
before had bathed the whole pile and 
kindled brilliant stars in its long and narrow 
windows; and all about the church rise 
and fall the roofs of closely-grouped houses, 
manifold in colour, with lines of thin blue 
smoke mounting straight into the sky. 
The town lies backed with wooded scenery, 
and the picturesque outlines of the houses 
take a new detail of beauty from the relief 
they give to the soft dark masses of trees 
and lightlier-coloured fields which make 
up the farther landscape. And as you 
watch, a human interest will be com- 
municated to the town by the breaking 
out here and there of little yellow lights. 
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Darkness soon falls when the crimson flush 
pales upon the sky; but where you stand 
daylight is still around, mellowed into 
deepest, richest beauty of colour, and so 
lingering ere it fades into the gray and 
gloom of twilight. 

The town has been enlarged since the 
days to which this story belongs ; but elderly 
people are living whose love for the old 
High Street scarcely reconciles them to the 
"improvements" which have been made 
in its aspect. Surveyors and local boards 
press sorely upon gentle prejudices. These 
elderly people remember the row of antiqtte 
houses where the big bank building now 
stands. They remember certain primitive 
shops, the windows of which were furnished 
with diamond-shaped panes of glass that 
discoloured to the eye the wares exposed 
for sale within. They remember the 



EANWITCH. 13 



picturesque alley out of the High Street, 
with a cottage at the end of it that had 
a green porch ; it looked from its cool 
retreat upon the narrow slice of the main 
thoroughfare with its passengers flitting 
like shadows past the brief opening. And 
I myself can recall the wonderful effect 
of light and shadow in that tranquil 
• embrasure when the evenings lengthened, 
and as I beheld it once — a maid-servant, 
picturesquely attired in a red petticoat, 
lolling within the porch, her hand upon 
her hips, laughing at a dog that stood on 
its hind legs begging ; the figures shadowed, 
the windows above burning with the light 
of the setting sun, the pavement a deep 

gray. 

In Holdsworth's time, the vehicles and 

passengers were in perfect keeping with 

the venerable and faded but dignified 
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sspeet of the old street. The townspeople 
still lingered behind the transition-epoch 
of that bygone day, and held for the most 
part tenaciously to the costumes and tiie 
indolence of their fathers. 

The town was about an hour's walk 
from Southboume. After quitting the 
handftd of houses which formed the village, 
Hanwitch came upon you as a metropolis.' 
To describe it in homely guide-book 
fashion : — It had two good churches, and 
a public square fall of evergreens, rock- 
work, and stone images ; several snug inns, 
one wide street, and a quantity of narrow 
ones ; a town hall, a market-place, a prison, 
and a town crier; a large number of old 
ladies and fat poodles, invalids, sedan-chairs, 
and camp-stools. In olden times — and now 
I am talking of the eighteenth century — 
it had held some sort of position as a 
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third-rate inland watering-plaee ; but what 

had become of the springs which had 

« 

brought the gout, the vapours, and the 
spleen from places as distant as London 
to drink, the oldest inhabitant never could 
remember. But one thing w4s certain : 
there was no lack of water in the place. 
A river ran close to it, and from this river 
meandered some crystal streamlets which 
ran right into it. And where the river 
was, the scenery was exquisite in summer 
— cool, deep, and leafy, with a bridge at 
each end of the town, a little landing- 
stage, a punt or two, and midway between 
the bridges, a cluster of trees on either 
bank, with huge gnarled trunks and roots 
which ran naked for many feet along the 
ground, whilst, high above, their branches 
mingled and formed a tunnel for the water 
to flow under. Here the trout would leap ; 
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horo the water-rat would sneak from its 
earthy chamber and break the tide into 
thin ripples as it noiselessly made for the 
opposite shore; here the sunshine would 
fall in threads through the leaves and gild 
the black long-legged insects on the surface 
of the water. 

Ton o'clock was striking when Holds- 
worth was driven into Hanwitch by the 
landlord of the Soutlibourne inn, who was 
ricJi enough to o\\ti a horse and gig. The 
drive had booai a very short one, and in 
the huidlord's opinion seven-and-sixpence 
had newr Won more c^i&ily earned. The 
gig was stopped at the door of the 
'* TliUiwitoh Arrns^'* and Holdswojrth got out 
Then c^wno a jx^rter, who nodded pleasantly 
to tho owner of the gig. and hoisted the 
)K^rtiu;Mitcau on his slioulder. 
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"My respecks to the governor, Joe. 
How is he?" 

" Pretty middlin' ! How's yourself ? " 

'*Why, I can't say as I'm quite the 
thing. The weather's been rayther agin my 
rheumatiz. — ^Wish you good momin', sir." 

And with this farewell to Holdsworth, 
the landlord drove himself away. 

Holdsworth's plans had been fully settled 
by him the night before; and one part 
of them was that he should put up at 
some inn at Hanwitch, while he made 
inquiries of deep interest to himself, and 
obtained a lodging. Having followed the 
porter into the bar and ordered a bed for 
the night, he re-entered the street. 

His emotions, as he first began to walk, 
were conflicting and painful. He was now 
in the town where his wife lived ; any 

VOL. III. c 
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mometit might bring them face to face, 
and the wildest anxiety to see her wbjs 
mixed up with a sensation of shrinking^ 
fear of the encounter. He stared eagerly 
at the people, and now and again, when 
a little child passed, his heart beat rapidly, 
and he felt his blood leave his face. But 
ho mastered himself soon, repeatedly 
murmuring, as a reassuring argument, that, 
were they to meet, Dolly would not know 
him. 

He was in the main street, walking^ 
slowly, and helping his step with a stick, 
not more from habit than from necessity, 
for ho was frequently seized with a weak- 
ness in the logs which would sometimes^ 
oblige him to stop, or seat himself, if a 
seat were at hand. His object now was 
to find out where Dolly lived, a question 
he would not ask the landlady at South- 
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bourne, lest, added to tlie inquiries he had 
already made, it should excite her suspicion 
and set her surmising. 

He noticed a small chemist's shop op- 
posite, and, his mind establishing a friendly 
connection between drugs and dentistry, he 
crossed and entered. A bald-headed man 
in spectacles received him with a bow. 

*' Can you tell me where Mr. Conway, 
the dentist, lives ? " 

The chemist, who knew perfectly well, 
scratched his ear and seemed to reflect. He 
drew teeth himself, and was not disposed 
to furnish a rival with a patient if he 
could help it. 

" I know the name, sir, and ^might 

I ask if you want anything done to your 
teeth." 

" No, I merely wish to know where 

Mr. Conway lives." 

c 2 
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" It's not for me to speak ill of a brother 
practitioner, and as I shan't mention names, 
no harm can be done," said the chemist, 
with his eye on Holdsworth's mouth ; "but 
I do say that it's a pity people should 
start in a business, requiring as much skill 
as the highest branches of surgery, without 
knowing the difference between an eye 
and a wisdom-tooth, and drinking to that 
degree that their hands tremble like the 
windows of a coach in ftdl tear." 

" Does Mr. Conway drink ? " 

" I name no names," replied the chemist, 
assuming an injured expression of face. 
" I should be sorry to take away any 
man's character, not to speak of the bread 
out of his mouth, though there are some 
people not quite so particular as me in 
that matter, and will start lies which should 
make 'em afraid to go to bed. All that 
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I say is, that if I had a toothache and 
wanted to get my jaw broke and my gum 
tore out, I'd go to a certain person livin' 
not a day's walk from this shop, and ask 
him to look at my tooth." 

Saying which he nodded vigorously, and, 
taking up a bottle, began to mould a piece 
of blue paper over the cork. 

" Where does this Mr. Conway live ? " 
inquired Holds worth, who judged that there 
might be a good deal more of professional 
animus than truth in the chemist's obser- 
vations. 

"I believe," replied the chemist, sulkily 
vouchsafing the information which he 
could scarcely longer evade, " that the 
party you refer to lives in the Ellesmere 
Boad. He did yesterday ; but some 
persons in this world are so dependent 
on their landlords that there's no tellin' 
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whaVn going to happen to 'em to-mor- 
row." 

Thanking this very good-natured and 
remarkably ingenuous chemist for his di- 
rcjction, Iloldsworth quitted the shop and 
Wttlkod up the street. He asked a butcher- 
boy the way to EUesmere Road, and was 
told to keep straight on, until he came 
to a " Mothody's Chapel, ven he'd see 
a turnin', vich 'ud be the road he ast 
for," 

Tho Methodist Chapel was a good 
dist^uxco off, imd as Holdsworth's pace was 
aIow» ho had plenty of leisure for reflection, 
which was bitter enough ; for, strive as he 
might to A\-»ive the chemists gossip as 
mt\n^ trtulo 55omubU and je^Jousy, his mind 
|H>m^tiHl in fii^toniug on it> and turning 
it aWwt, and ivining dtvp anxiety out of it. 

If thi^ Mr. O^mwav {(Yrr the dronkard 
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the chemist affirmed him to be, and the 
pauper too — ^for the sarcasm about " persons 
being dependent on their landlords" had 
not been lost — ^what kind of life was Dolly 
and his child leading? He frowned, and 
felt his hand tighten on the handle of his 
-stick ; but a milder persuasion grew in him, 
and he forced his mind away &om the 
subject. 

So bright a morning as it was would 
bring forth many people ; and the High 
Street was tolerably well filled with 
pedestrians, and old people in bath-chairs, 
wheeled along the gutters for fear of the 
horses, and nurses dragging children by the 
hand, and waggons, and tradesmen's traps. 
The parly coach from Canterbury came 
thundering along the street, the guard 
blowing his horn and causing house- 
windows to fly open, and heads to protrude. 
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and a handkerchief, or, maybe, a duster here 
and there, to be waved in coy recognition 
of the hand-kissing of certain spruce and 
finely-attired gentlemen on the top of the 
vehicle. 

But, varied and cheerful as the scene was, 
Holdsworth had no eyes but for the women 
and children he met, at whom he darted 
quick eager glances, which must have sent 
some of the women tripping along with a 
sincere conviction that they had met with 
one admirer, at all events, that morning. 

He passed the market-place with its stalls 
loaded with garden produce, and clean little 
shops submitting a tempting array of plump 
fowls, geese, sides of bacon, legs of pork, 
and strings of sausages; and in about 
twenty minutes' time reached the Methodist 
Chapel, and turned into the EUesmere 
Koad. 
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A short broad road, with the sun-lighted 
country beyond ; on either side, small 
newly-built villas, with now and again a 
house presenting a more venerable aspect. 
There was grass in the roadway, and one 
or two of the villas had placards in their 
windows. In the front garden of one of 
the nearer houses an old gentleman, with 
an inflamed face, and a white handkerchief 
over his head, was plying a rake. No other 
person was visible ; but, when Holdsworth 
had advanced a few steps, a woman came 
out of a gate and approached him. His 
heart came into his throat, and he stood 
stock still. She drew near, but she was 
not Dolly. She glanced at him as she 
passed, struck, maybe, by his pale face, and 
the singular mixture of old age and youth 
which his appearance and figure sug- 
. gested. 
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He breathed deeply and walked forward, 
glancJTig to right and left of him. 

The last house but one on the lefb was 
the house he wanted. A brass plate in* 

4 

scribed with Conway's name and calling 
was fixed to the iron railings, and over 
the door was a lamp famished with blue 
and red glass. . 

Holdsworth dared scarcely glance at it. 
When his eye encountered the name he 
turned cold, and felt the damp perspiration 
suffusing his forehead. 

He came back hurriedly, with the 
bare impression on his mind of a small 
house with the upper blinds drawn, 
and with an untended garden in the 
front 

He returned to the main entrance of the 
road, stopped, looked back, and then slowly 
retraced his steps. 
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There was a house of an older fashion 
than any of the others on the right-hand 
side, about midway ; one that had evidently 
taken root there many years before the 
little villas had gathered themselves to- 
gether to intercept its view and violate 
its pastoral soHtude. Its doorway was 
sheltered by a roomy porch, with creepers 
clambering up its trellised supporters; its 
daxkling ^dom had the burnished glitter 
upon them that is peculiar to old glass ; 
its eaves were capacious enough to accom- 
modate a whole colony of swallows, and it 
had a fair piece of ground stretching away 
at its back. The bright brass knocker on 
the green door, the white doorsteps, the 
purity of the window glass, and the spot- 
lessness of the window drapery, aflforded 
an excellent guarantee of the housewifely 
qualities of the inmates. In one of the 
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windows hung a card. Holdsworth opened 
the gate and knocked. 

"I should like to see your apartments," 
he said to the cheerful-faced, middle-aged 
woman who had promptly replied to his 
sunmions. 

** Certainly, sir ; please to walk in." 
She threw open the door of a long 
sitting - room, smelling of lavender and 
mignonette, and furnished with worked 
chairs, old china, a tall wooden clock with 
a febrile tick, a hearth-rug decorated with 
blue and yellow roses in wool, and a sour 
squeezed - looking bookcase which seemed 
to hold sundry folios under protest, and 
to threaten the instant ejection of a 
number of small books on the top 
shelves, which leaned one against another, 
some of them gaping apparently in the 
last extremity of terror. 
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" For yourself, sir ? Or might there . be 
children ? '^ 

" For myself." 

'* Why, then, sir/' exclaimed the woman, 
with great alacrity, " I think I can accom- 
modate you. You can have this room, and 
a bed-room just over it, and the use of the 
pianner in the next room when you see 
company, for fourteen shillings a week." 

^^That will do," said Holdsworth. 

The woman smiling like clockwork, 
proceeded to inform him that she was a 
widow, and had nobody else in the house 
but her mother, who was very aged and 
silly-like, and only left her room, which 
was upstairs, once a week for a turn in 
the garden ; that anything more peace- 
ful than her house was never known, 
and that if the gentleman was studious, he 
would never be interrupted with noises. 
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She then led him upstairs to the bed- 
room, which was as comfortable as any 
man could wish. 

On their return to the sitting-room, 
Holdsworth, who was tired, asked per- 
mission to rest himself, and sat down near 
the window which overlooked the road, 
where he could just obtain a glimpse of 
Mr. Conway's house. 

He broke away from the overpowering 
thoughts which the sense of the near 
presence of his wife and child forced upon 
him, and steadying his voice, turned to 
the woman who stood at the door, and 
asked her if she knew any of the people 
living aroxmd. 

"Why, sir, I know most of my neigh- 
bours by name, though I can't say as e'er 
a one of 'em are friends of mine." 

"I noticed a dentist's house just now. 
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over the way. What sort of business can 
he do in such a road as this?" 

" Oh, you're speaking of Mr. Conway ! " 
she exclaimed, with a shake of the head. 
" It's his own fault if he don't do a good 
business, for I hear that he's pretty clever 
at making teeth and drawing of them, and 
the likes of that ; but he don't seem to 
have no patients, and I know why; but 
it's not for me to meddle in other folks* 



concerns." 



"Why?" 

** I suppose you're no friend of his, sir ? " 
she said. 

" I never saw the gentleman in my 
life." 

" Well, then, to speak plainly, he drinks ; 
and it's pretty well known ; and so there's 
no wonder gentlefolks won't go near 
him." 
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Holdsworth forced a look of unconcern 
into tis face as he asked : 

" Is he married ?" 

" Oh yes, sir ; and a sweet dear creature 
his wife is; Mrs. Holdsworth as was. 
Hers is a sad history. She lived at a 
place called Southboume — maybe you 
know it — it's an hour's walk from here ; 
and I was told her story by Mrs. Campion, 
as used to keep a greengrocer's shop in 
that village, and served most of the gentry 
about. She — I'm speakin' of Mrs. Conway 
— ^lost her husband at sea, and married 
the present gentleman two or three years 
afterwards. * Mrs. Campion said she was 
driven to it by want o' the bare necessaries 
of life," added the woman in a subdued 
voice. 

Holdsworth was silent. 

"I don't think," continued the woman, 
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" that she leads a very happy life. We 
sometimes has a chat together when we 
meet out o' doors, and she's the civilest, 
sweetest young thing I ever knew. But," 
she exclaimed, catching herself up, *'all 
this is no business of mine ; and I hope, 
sir, you'll think none the worse of me for 
gossiping about strangers' affairs. I was 
strivin' to answer your questions, sir." 

"Thank you," said Holdsworth, rising, 
but keeping his back to the window. "Can 
you receive me to-morrow ? " 

" Oh yes, sir ; at any time you're pleased 
to come." 

*'My name is Hampden. I shall sleep 
to-night at the 'Hanwitch Arms.' Here 
are a couple of sovereigns, which will serve 
you as a security for my taking your 
rooms. I leave myself in your hands, and 
have no doubt I shall be comfortable." 

VOL. III. D 
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TKe ironLUL took liie money with a 
comtcsT- rTiTTiVrr'jr t*> kerseli tLat she had 
never Biet wnh a more p:>Lire and , con- 
siderate ^entLenian. HoLlswonh left the 
house. He cast a swift ^Lmei^ at the Tilla 
with the plate upcHi the tailing, and then 
hnrried towards the town. 



CHAPTER III. 

IN THE ELLESMERE ROAD. 

HoLDSWORTH Spent the greater part of the 
evening in writing a letter to Mr. Sherman. 
At twelve o'clock next day he was an 
inmate of Mjs. Parrot's house in the Elles- 
mere Eoad. 

In his walk to the lodgings he had met 
•only strange faces^ one or two of which 
looked after him, stanick, perhaps, by his 
keen fugitive glance, his slow pace that 
stole along the ground, and his depressed 
head, as though there were a shame in his 
heart that made the daylight painful. 

D 2 
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3[rs. Parrot fi^eed ab^xir Ttnn for seme 
and tired hfm wirli an aecoont of 
the article she Iiad pnrehased for him. 
Her memoir was slow, and her capacity 
of reckoning Terr indilferent ; hence it took 
her twenty minutes to account for the ex- 
penditure of twelre shillings. Happily, it 
was her mother's day for walking in the 
garden, and Holdsworth could see the old 
lady — 2L mere wisp of a figure, in ancient 
black satin reaching to her ankles and 
clinging to her legs, a nose like the 
Duke of Wellington's, and a chin like 
Punch's — ^hobbling along a gravel walk, 
looking with afflicting agitation around her, 
and coughing like a rattle, as a signal to 
hor daughter, who, when she had done with 
luT accounts, hurried out. 

The control Holdsworth had kept upon 
himself, while Mrs. Parrot remained in the 
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room, he could now put aside ; indeed, the 
suflFering caused him by his pent-up agi- 
tation imperatively demanded that the 
emotion should have play. Now he would 
walk hastily to and fro the room, and then 
fling himself into a chair, clasping his hands 
tightly, and then rise and stand before the 
window and send glances passionate and 
shrinking at the house occupied by the 
Conways. 

Now that he was close to his wife, now 
that any moment might reveal her walking 
past his window with his child, perchance 
at her side, he dreaded lest the unparal- 
leled situation he had forced himself into 
would prove too heavily charged with cruel 
conditions for him to bear. Never once 
then, never once afterwards, did the vaguest 
impulse possess him to go forth and declare 
himself and claim her. No ! A sense of 
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honour that was inexorable, since it pro- 
hibited the faintest echo of the soul's secret 
passionate yearning to make itself audible, 
had decreed his silence and enforced the 
obedience of inclination. 

The only concession granted was the 
enjoyment of such ghostly and barren 
pleasure as his heart could find in the 
knowledge of the close neighbourhood of 
the two who were so dear to him. Oh I 
bitter waking of memory, to recall him 
from the sunny vision of the old times 
when his joy was complete, and love a 
permanent possession to enrich his nature 
with all gracious and generous emotions, 
to thrust him into the gray and bleak 
twilight of a loveless and desolate life, 
which the recovered power could only 
embitter by recurrence to the things that 
were lost ! 
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His eyes wandered ceaselessly and rest- 
lessly towards the window. From time 
to time people went by with the slow, 
aimless steps of persons who walk for no 
other end than exercise. An old gentle- 
man, with a white moustache and a dark 
skin, stopped, with another old gentleman, 
in high shirt-collars and a tail-coat, opposite 
Holdsworth's window, and argued, with 
many galvanic flourishes of the arms and 
grimaces of the face. There was much 
political excitement abroad at that time, 
owing to the Reform Bill of the Grey 
Administration, to which the royal assent 
had been given ; and the dark-skinned old 
gentleman — whose age, warmth, and in- 
temperate flourishes were as demonstrative 
of his politics as his language — ^bade his 
companion take notice that, before five 
years were passed, England would be a 
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tenth-rate pow^, governed by a mob, with 
a Jesuit seated on eveiy hearth, a Nuncio 
preaching at St. Paul's, not a Bible to be 
found in the country, and the gallows 
groaning under strings of honest patriots. 
The old gentleman in the high shirt-coUars, 
who clearly shared his firiend's opinions, 
nodded savagely, asked with his shoulders, 
" What would you have ? " and thai moved 
on a dozen paces, to be stopped again by 
the other old gentleman with prophecies, 
maybe, more blood-chilling and awful than 
those he had already declaimed. 

Presently Holdsworth, scarcely conscious 
of what he was about, left the window 
and approached the bookcase. He puUed 
out a volume, which proved to be an old 
copy of GuUiver's Travels, "adom'd with 
sculptures ;'' and his eye lighting on that 
passage in which Gulliver closes his account 
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of his second voyage,* his thoughts trooped 
off to his old seafaring life, the book 
closed upon his fingers, and he sank in 
deep meditation. 

The restoration of his memory was 
comparatively so recent, that he had found 
no leisure to recall those frightful expe- 
riences of his which could not recur without 
overwhelming him with an unspeakable 
horror of the sea. He now understood 
that it should have been his duty to call 
upon the owners of the "Meteor," and 
acquaint them with the circumstances of 
the wreck of their vessel, and the deaths 
of the persons who were in his boat, all 



* " In a little time I and my &mily and friends came 
to a right understanding: but my wife protested 'I 
should never go to sea any more;' although my evil 
destiny so ordered, that she had not the power to hinder 



me. 
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whom Ke dearlv rememberetL There were 
frieads, doubtless, both in Engiaad and 
America, who could wish to receire tidings 
of the fate of these people, diaogh the 
long interval of five yeacs shoold tell as 
plain a stoir as Holdsworth could relate. 
He knew not whether the inmates of the 
other boats had been saved, and he would 
have given much to ascertain this; but 
he understood that any communication he 
made to the shipowners would be almost 
sure to appear in print, by which his wife 
would learn that he was alive. " No ! 
let the world think me dead !" he exclaimed 
bitterly. He had only to live for the 
past now — ^for that memory which had 
betrayed him and ruined his Hfe. His 
future was bare and barren, and there was 
nothing in all the world that could kindle 
one ray of comfort in his hopeless heart 
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but the bleak privilege of dwelling near 
his wife and child. 

He restored the book to its place and 
returned to the window. 

In the roadway, a few yards to the 
right, a little girl was standing, holding 
a doll. She was a very little creature, 
with bright yellow hair down her back, 
and she held the doll in motherly fashion 
on her arm, and caressed it with her 
hand. 

Her back was towards Holdsworth, whose 
eyes were rooted upon her. 

She turned presently and looked down 
the road, and Holdsworth saw a little 
face upon which God had graven a sign 
that made the poor father clutch at the 
wall to steady himselt For there was 
his own face in miniature — the face that 
Dolly had loved before the sufferings of 
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the mind, and the anguish of hunger 
and thirst, had twisted from it aU resem- 
blance it had ever borne to what was 
manly and beautiful in the human coun- 
tenance. 

He pressed his hands to his eyes and 
gazed again, then ran to the bell-rope and 
pulled it. But when he had done this 
he wished it undone. For would not his 
agitation excite Mrs. Parrot's suspicions ? 
What was there in a stranger's child that 
should so interest him ? 

He bit his lip and controlled himself 
with desperate will ; and, when Mrs. Parrot 
opened the door, he said to her, in a 
steady voice and with a forced smile : 

" I am sorry to trouble you. I am very 
fond of little children. Pray can you tell 
me who that child is, there ? " 

Mrs. Parrot drew to the window, evi- 



IN THU ELLE8MEBE BOAB, 45 

dently finding notliing odd in the question, 
and said : 

''Why, that's little Nelly Holdsworth, 
Mrs. Conway's daughter." 

" Ah ! " exclaimed Holdsworth. 

" She is a dear ! " continued Mrs. Parrot. 
" I am very fond of that child, Mr. Hamp- 
den. She's the only child i' the road I 
allow to come into my garden, for children 
are so wilful, there's no tellin' what they'll 
do the moment your eyes are off 'em. See 
what a little lady she looks, and how 
prettily she holds her doll ! She's waiting 
for her mamma, I suppose." 

Mrs. Parrot rapped with her nails on 
the window. The child looked round, and 
Holdsworth shrank away. Mrs. Parrot 
beckoned. Holdsworth ^ould have stopped 
her, but could find no words. 

"She's coming, Mr. Hampden. I'll 
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hdng her to you, sir, if youTl wait a 
moment." 

And out she went. 

In a few seconds she retnined, leading 
by the hand the child, who hnng back 
whoi she caught sight of the white-&ced, 
bearded man. 

" There, Mr. Hampden, this is my pretty 
yonng £riend, little Nelly !" exdauned Mrs. 
Parrot, stooping to give the child a kiss. 
^' €rO and shake hands with the gentleman, 
my dear, and show him yoor nice dolL 
111 tdl you when I see yoor mamma.'' 

'^ Gome, dear, come to me," said Holds* 
worth in a low voiccL 

The child approached him slowly, stop- 
ping now and again, and looking shyly at 
Mrs. Parrot. 

" Tut ! tut ! " exclaimed that lady. 
"What are jou a&aid o^ Miss Nellj? 
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Oo and shake hands with the gentleman, 
like a little lady." 

Holdsworth put out his hand ; the child 
advanced a step nearer; he fell upon one 
knee and drew her to him. 

For some moments he could not speak ; 
lie could only look at her — look with eyes 
of all devouring love, absorbing all the 
sweetness of that yoimg face, feeling a 
pang of exquisite joy, but shivering quickly 
as his fingers locked themselves upon her 
tiny hand. 

He longed to press, the little creature to 
his heart, to fasten his lips upon her mouth, 
to weep over her. 

Tell me your name, little one ! " 
Nelly," replied the child, keeping at 
arm's length from him, and staring into his 
face. 

"Nelly what?" 



tc 
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" Ndly Ho'dwor't." 

His own name, thus lisped by her, 
thiilled through him ; he caught his breath, 
and said : 

" May I kiss you ? " 

She put up her mouth and he kissed her. 

"How pretty your hair is!" he mur- 
mured, in a voice of exquisite tenderness, 
which made Mrs. Parrot turn suddenly 
and look at him. He met her glance with 
a smile, and said : 

" I am very fond of children. Will this 
little girl come and see me here some- 
times ? " 

"Ay, that she wiU, sir. Won't you, 
Nefly?" 

"Det" 

"How old are you, NeUy?'' 

" Four." 

" Who gave you that doll ? " 
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" Mamma. " 

*' You will bring dolly to see me, and we 
will have tea, all three of us. What have I 
got here? A bright shilling! That will buy 
dolly a parasol ! " 

No words can describe the tone his voice 
took as he spoke. 

" What do you say to the gentleman 
for this beautiful present?" cried Mrs. 
Parrot. 

" Tanks," said the child, putting the doll 
on the floor to examine the money with 
both hands. 

** Oh, here comes your mamma 1 " said 
Mrs. Parrot. " Make your reverence to 
the gentleman . . . there's a dear; 
pick up dolly . . . that's right." 

She took Nelly's hand and ran with her 
out of the room. 

The mother, standing at her gate on the 

YOL. IIT. S 
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other side of the road, looking up and 
down tiie road, caught sight of Mrs. Paitot 
and the child, and crossed over to them. 

They renaained opposite Holdsworth's 
window talking, while he, shrinking 
against the wall, peeved at th^n througk 
the muslin curtain. 

The five years which had passed since 
he had seen his wife had worked but a 
very little change in her. There was 
more womanly fulness in her form; and 
this was about all those five years had 
done for her. Her fax^e was still as yonik- 
fill as when Holdsworth had last looked 
on it, her eyes stiU possessed their deep 
and delicate tint, the hair its richness 
and lustre, the mouth . its sweetness, the 
whole face that almost infantine expression, 
conveyed by soft shadowy lines and the 
archness of the pencilled eyebrows, which 
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made it beautiful in repose, more beautiful 
yet in sorrow. But, young and fair as she 
seemed, there was a deep-rooted care in 
her face which, without qualifying its 
freshness, yet mingled in her smile, and 
lived in her eyes, and fixed a wistful look 
on her, such as would be seen in one who 
lingers long, long waiting for the summons 
to depart which no day brings. Her 
dress was shabby, her gloves old ; but her 
beauty made even her faded apparel, cut 
after the unbecoming fashion then in vogue, 
picturesque. She wore a white crape 
handkerchief over her bare shoulders, and 
a bonnet-shaped hat, ornamented with a 
dark feather, which, drooping over her 
back, imparted a peculiar vividness to the 
light, sheeny gold of her hair. 

Strained as his ears were, Holdsworth 
could not hear her voice, though Mrs. 

E 2 
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Parrot's kindly cackle was audible enough. 
It was manifest that they exchanged mere 
commonplace civilities; and presently Mrs. 
Parrot dropped a courtesy, and the mother 
and child walked slowly away. 

Holds worth watched them with just such 
a look in his eyes as had been in them 
when, racked with torture in the open 
boat, he had cast glances full of passionate 
despair round the horizon for the ship 
that was to rescue him. He saw the little 
girl hold up her shilling, whereupon the 
mother stopped and looked back, then 
continued her walk and passed out of 
sight. 



CHAPTER IV. 



OVER THE WAY. 



It was natural, after the first liveliness of 
the emotion which had been excited in 
Mrs. Parrot's breast, by the installation 
of a lodger worth fourteen shillings a week 
to her, had in some degree subsided, that 
she should begin to wonder who that 
lodger was. 

She had been particularly struck and 
greatly taken by his behaviour to the 
little girl, and inferred, of course, that he 
was a humane and tender-hearted man, a 
conjecture which, although it was true, did 
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no credit to her sagacity, considering the 
circumstance on which it was based; since 
it is a notorious fact, that great rascals 
will admire, pet, and " tip " little children, 
whose parents they would not scruple to 
rob of their very last farthing. 

But though Mrs. Parrot had no doubt 
as to her lodger's humanity of character 
after what she had seen, she could not by 
any means feel so sure as to the position 
he held either in or out of society, the 
calling he had followed, if ever he had 
followed a calling, or the part of the world 
he came from. His name was Hampden. 
That was English. But had he a Christian 
name ? No initial stood between the 
Mr. and the Hampden, on the card affixed 
to his portmanteau. Was he a Christian ? 
She hoped he was. She was no judge of 
other religions; but she must say, when 



OVEB TKE WAT. 55 

ake let ker lodgings to people, that she 
liked to fed that they were Christiaiis. 

He had ordered dinner at two o'clock : 
and when she came in ta lay the cloth, 
for she kept no servant, she found him 
still at the window, staring into the empty- 
road as eaamestly as if it were filled with 
a very beautiful and novel procession. But 
she. could only suppose that he looked out 
of the window because he was new to the 
place. 

He smiled softly when he met her glance, 
but did not speak, nor woidd she hazard 
any lemaffks herself, for fear of being 
thought intrusive. All that he said during 
dinner was to espiress himself weU pleased 
with her cooking; but she noticed, in re- 
moving the dishes, that, pleasantly as he 
had praised the piece of roast mutton, he 
iad scarcely tasted it, and that of the four 
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potatoes she had put into the dish, three 
and a half remained. 

Whilst in the kitchen she heard him 
leave the house, and, when her task was 
done, she went upstairs to her mother's 
room, whither she had conducted the old 
lady soon after little Nelly's visit. 

" If the gentleman don't eat more every- 
day than he's just had for dinner," said 
she, throwing herself back in a chair. and 
fanning her hot face with the comer of her 
apron, "I reckon we shall have a funeral 
here before long." 

" A what 1 " gasped the old woman, who 
sat upright in a cane chair, near the open 
window, with an immense Bible on her 
right hand and her spectacles on the top 
of it. 

"He's no more than skin an' bone as 
he is," continued Mrs. Parrot, " but it 
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was a picter to 3ee him with the child 
I never see a man more soft with a child 
before/' 

"He ain't likely to make strange nises 
o' nights, is he, Sairey !" exclaimed the old 
woman, earnestly regarding her daughter 
with a pair of eyes from which all ex- 
pression and light seemed literally washed 
out, leaving nothing but two circles of 
weak, dim blue. 

" I don't think so. He seems to me 
quiet enough. He's fond o' staring into 
the road. One might think he's trying 
to find out where he is. I niver see a 
stranger face. He don't look English-like, 
and yet he talks uncommon well. I can 
tell by his boots — which is square as 
square at the toes, and his clothes, which 
have an odd twist somehows — ^that he's not 
from these parts. Maybe, he's from Ireland." 
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** I hope not, Sairey/' ejaculated the old 
woman, bending, forward with the pro- 
foundly confidential air of old age. " I 
wa» once fellow - sarvint with a Ayrish 
fatman as was alius talkin^ of bumin* down 
houses, an' his speech ran on so it were 
niver to be trusted, for niver was sach 
lies as he used to tell. You'd best gi' 
him notice, Sairey. You can say I gi' 
yer more trouble nor you can well get 
through, and recommind Burton's lodgin's 
to him* Burton's a strong man» and kapes 
dogs." 

" Tut I I'm not afeard ! " said Mrs. 
Parrot, tossing up her handa and giving 
her cap a pull. "There's no more harm 
in the man than there k in yon, for didn't 
I ten yer how he give the girl a ahillin' 
and spoke that soft to it, it made me feel 
as if I could ha' cried. Give him notice. 
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and him not here a day yit? Fourteen 
shillin' is fourteen shillin' in these scarce 
times, to say nothin' of his being as well- 
spoken a man as iver you listened to in 
your life ; an' as for his face, it is but as 
Ood made it, an' beauty is but skin deep, 
as t' parson says, an' I'm for lettin' well 
alone/' 

" If he ain't Ayrish," said the old woman, 
stroking the back of her lean hand, " he 
may be very well. But sich talk of in- 
vasions from that nashun as I used to hear 
when I was a gal,, an' the drink an' 
shootin' as goes on there, is enough to 
wet your hair with perspiration ..." 

"/ didn't say he was Irish. / don't 
know what he is. He was askin' about 
Mrs. Conway, though she's unbeknown to 
him, as anyone might tell who heerd him 
questionin'. He wants Miss Nelly to bear 
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him company at tea, and I don't see why 
the child can't come, if ike mother 'nil 
let it. I won't take it npon myself to 
biing the child in. FU speak to the 
mother when I see her. I like Mrs. 
Conway. She's a nice -spoken lady, but 
seems to know a deal of grief, poor thing. 
It 'nd be a mossy if that hnsband of hers 
'ud take it into his head to pnll out all 
his own teeth. The cook at MiSi. Short's 
was tellin' me he's grown that wicioos 
there's no wishin' him a civil good momin'. 
An' drink ! Didn't I see him pass here 
yesterday evenin', staggerin' on his legs like 
a doll which a child tries to teach walkin' 
to?" 

''The 'pothecaries used to draw teeth 
in my day; now tiiey most be all gentle- 
folks as looks into your moutii," said the 
old woman, who had been three minutes 
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searching in her pocket for the snuflf-box 
that lay open, with some of its sand- 
coloured contents spilt, in her lap. 

** Pretty gentlefolks ! " exclaimed Mrs. 
Parrot, pulling up the old woman's dress 
and tilting the spilt snuff into the box. 
" If they're all like Mr. Conway, Fd rather 
carry a toothache to my grave than have 
it stopped wi' the lockjaw, which they 
tell me he gave to Mr. Timpson ; for 
drink had taken away the use of his mind, 
and he pushed the wrong instrajonent into 
the man's mouth and nearly choked him, 
he did, and then took out two wrong 
teeth after all ; beautiful teeth they wos, 
for Mr. Timpson showed them to me 
hisself, with the tears standin' in his eyes, 
wropped up in silver paper." 

"Thank God ! he can't draw none o' 
my teeth!" mumbled the old woman, talking 
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through her nose in wrapt enjoyment of 
the flavour of the snuff". "They're all 
• gone." 

" I noticed Mrs. Conway's gownd to-day. 
If I was her husband, Fd scorn to let her 
appear in sitch a rag. And there wa& 
darns in the knees o' that child's stockings 
as made 'em look forty year old. They're 
always i' the same dresses, both of 'em. 
There's a silk she puts on o' Sundays, all 
wore thin over the buzzum, and I remember 
the bonnet she had on to-day iver since 
I've known her. Sitch a pretty face as 
she has, too ! I expect he must ha' told 
her some fine lies to get her to marry him. 
They say he niver did well, even when 
he was in the High Street, wi' that show- 
box of his stuck up, filled wi' gaping gums 
an' naked teeth as turned the stomach to 
see. He must ha' sold that piece of 
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Ugliness, for I don't see it nowheres outside 
ins horase, which is a mussy^ for I'd as lief 
see a skiliton on a pole few: a sign ! Fancy 
a doctor settin' up a death's-head to show 
his trade ? " 

She jumped from her chair with a face 
and gesture of disgust, and throwing some 
knitting with the pins through it into her 
motiber's lap, adjusted her cap before the 
glass, and left the room. 

There is always some truth in gossip: 
and there was a great deal in what Mrs, 
Parrot had said of Mr. Conway, who, as 
we have seen, held no place at all in her 
opnion. But then sympathy for Dolly 
was to be expected from a woman who, 
if she did not know what it was to Uve 
with a drunkard, had known what it was 
to live with a surly man, whose eye was 
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evil, and whose voice was thick, and whose 
characteristic method of expressing discon- 
tent was by holding his clenched fist under 
his wife's nose. 

Mr. Conway is passing Mrs. Parrot's 
door at the very moment that Mrs. Parrot 
is leaving her mother's bedroom; we shall 
not have an opportunity of seeing much 
of him, having the fortunes of a better 
kind of hero to deal with ; so, while 
Holdsworth is away from his lodgings, 
we'll step into the road and have a look 
at the dentist, and follow him into his 
house. 

He is a man with sandy whiskers and 
light hair, but by no means ill-looking. 
On the contrary, there are matenals in 
his £auce out of which a very pleasing 
countenance could be made; a well-shaped 
nose, a well-shaped forehead, a good chin. 
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a facial outline clearly defined and perfectly 
symmetrical. 

But there never was a better illustration 
than this man's face of the truth, that 
good features make but a very small portion 
of beauty. 

I want a word to express that middle 
quality of aspect which is contrived by 
the mingling of comely lineaments with 
bad passions. Possibly the eflFect is no 
more than a neutralisation of nature's good 
intentions, wherein we behold a handsome 
countenance sunk into a species of physical 
negation, by moral qualities tugging it hard 
in the direction of repellent ugliness. 

A most unstriking face at which you 
would barely glance, and pass on absolutely 
unimpressed. His thin lips might mark 
both cruelty and selfishness ; his eyes are 
made heavy by their drooping lids, and 
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the irids are pale and imintelligent. He 
is dressed in the style of the times, of 
course; pantaloons strapped over his boots, 
a frock-coat gaping in a circle round a 
great quantity of black satin stock (in 
which, are two pins aijid a chain). But the 
pantaloons are frayed at the heels and 
bagged at the knees ; and the coat is 
suspiciously polished at the elbows and 
the rim of the collar. He walks with a 
quick, uneasy step; his hat slightly cocked, 
and his hands in his breeches pockets, and 
arriving at the gate of his house, opens 
it by giving it a kick with his foot. 

He entered the sitting-room with his 
hat on, and found the cloth laid for dinner, 
but nobody in the room, which was a 
soiled and dingy apartment, although the 
house was a new one, and the paper fresh 
and the ceiling white. But no paper and 
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■whitewash could qualify the sordid sug- 
gestions of the old drugget imperfectly 
•nailed over the floor, the old leather sofa 
^nd ^he old leather arm-chair, the mantel- 
piece decorated by a pair of plated candle- 
tsticks marked with indents, the dingy red 
•curtains, the papier mdchS table in the 
•wiadow, with the mother-of-pearl dropping 
out of it. 

The. subtle magic of feminine fingers 
which extracts from rubbish itself what 
hidden capai)nities it may possess of com- 
forting the eye with some faintest aspect 
of taste, seemed either never to have been 
♦exercised upon this room, or to have found 
itself powerless to deal with it The only 
feminine sign was a small bundle of child's 
stockings on the top of an old work-basket 
on the sofa. 

Mr. Conway put his head out of 

F 2 
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the door and called^ "Are you there, 
wife?" 

" Yes," replied Dolly's voice from down- 
stairs. 

" How long will dinner be ?" 

"Five minutes!" 

He threw his hat down and walked 
into the " surgery," a room at the end of 
the passage, furnished with a chest of 
drawers, a toilet-table and a looking-glass, 
an arm-chair, an ugly circular box with 
a basin let into it, standing beside the 
arm-chair; on the toilet-table, some small 
hand-glasses, a pair of forceps, and three 
unfinished £idse teeth. Through the 
window was to be seen a slip of garden 
of the breadth of the house, and about 
fifty feet long, its neglected state, its few 
pining shrubs, and a flag-pole with a vane 
a-top that croaked to evetv p«^age of the 
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wind, showing up very squalidly against 
the neighbouring garden, which was richly 
stocked with wall-fruit and ferns and 
green plants. 

Little Nelly was in this piece of ground 
with her doll, seated on the grass, and at 
that moment making such a picture as a 
painter would stop to study and receive 
into his mind; her round dark-blue eyes 
following the swallows which chased each 
other high in the air, her mouth pouted 
into an expression of exquisite infantine 
wonder, her bright hair about her shoulders 
and looking, as the breeze stirred the sun- 
shine upon it, like a falling shower of fine 
gold. 

Mr. Conway stared at the child for a 
moment, and then turned away and 
sauntered towards the door, but came back 
to open one of the drawers in the chest 
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and extract a leather-covered bottle, whick 
he shook at his ear, and put to his mouth. 

Oh Grod ! what contrasts there are in life,, 
lying so close together that the devil might 
meastire the space between with outstretched 
hands ! Look at Purity and Innocence in. 
the garden, with its eyes raised to heaven ;. 
and the skulking fellow in the dingy room 
swallowing brandy as a man steals money • 
and in the room below — a darksome^, 
scantily-furnished kitchen — ^a sweet-faced 
woman doing servant's work, and urging 
the slattern by her side into quicker move- 
ments, that the gentleman upstairs shall 
have no occasion to use bad language. 

She comes upstairs presently, this Dolly^ 
her fiwje flushed and breathing quickly firom 
the hurry of her movements, and bears with 
her own hands a dish that will furnish but 
a poor repast, though she has done her beat 
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to make what little there is palatable. The 
slattern, with wisps of red hair about her 
forehead and loose shoes, which beat a 
double knock at each step upon the un- 
carpeted staircase, follows, armed with a 
jug and a loaf of bread. Behind comes 
little Nelly, whom the mother has sum- 
moned before leaving the kitchen, and who 
has climbed the staircase with more labour 
than Mont Blanc is scaled by the Alpine 
tourist. 

No word is spoken. Nelly is lifted into 
a chair by her mother, and Mr. Conway 
seats himself before the dish and fills a glass 
fix)m the jug of ale, taking care — a true 
connoisseur in such matters — ^to let the liquor 
fall fcom a height, to secure a froth, into 
which he dips his mouth and nose. 

The slattern leaves the room ; and Dolly 
cuts up some meat and bread for the little 
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one, with a whisper in her ear to say 
grace. 

''Did you get the money, Robert?" she 
asks presently, eating little herself, and 
noticing how Robert bribes his appetite 
with sups of ale. 

" No. Davis was out." 

"What shall we do? I have only five 
and threepence left, and this meat is not 
paid for." 

Pence make a sordid enumeration; but, 
we talk of pence, reader, when we have 
only pence to spend. 

" We must sell something, that's all," 
says Mr. Conway, with a kind of defiant 
recklessness in his manner. 

She gives him a quick glance, looks at 
her child, and then closes the knife and 
fork upon her plate. 

He does not notice that she has eaten 
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about as much as would serve a bird for 
a meal : neither does he appear to remark 
that she drinks water. He, at all events, 
keeps the beer-jug at his elbow, from 
which, in a very short time, he pours out 
the last glass. 

The child alone continues eating. 

" / don't know what's to be done ! " he 
exclaims in a voice of suppressed anger, 
pushing his chair from the table. "The 
people, have dropped me for that French 
quack, in Momington Street. I saw three 
carriages at his door when I passed just 
now. I ought never to have left the old 
shop. I did well there." 

"You would do well here if you gave 
yourself a chance," says DoDy. " The 
lady who called yesterday evening came 
again this morning. Martha told me she 
looked annoyed when she heard you were 
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out. She will go to someone else, I sup- 
pose, now." 

" Let her 1 " he calls out. " How am 
I to know that people are coming to me 
after dark ? Week after week passes, and 
they don't come, and — am I going to hang 
about here a whole night, in the hope of 
a patient turning up ? Why didn't she 
leave word at what hour she meant to 
call to-day? I went out to collect some 
money, and you know it, though I can 
guess what is in your thoughts. But it's 
false — ^there's my hand on it ! " 

He let his hand fiiU heavily on the 
tablt\ and stared at his wife. She slightly 
turneil from him, and looked through the 
window. He loft the table and b^an to 
jvHce the room. The child, having emptied 
her jJate and w;uiting $^>mething to play 
\vith. had t^ou the ^hiuiuir Holdswwth 
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had given her from her pocket, and tried 
to make it spin on the cloth. 

"What's that Nelly has. got there?" 
said Mr. Conway. 

"A shilling/" answered Dolly. 

" Did you give it her ? . . . Look 
at our dinner ! . . . You would pamper 
that child if we were starving. Talk to 
me of your five and threepence when 
you can give your baby a shilling 1 " 

" I did not give it to her." 

"Who, then?" 

"A gentleman." 

'' What gentleman ? " 

"A gentleman lodging at Mrs. Par- 
rot's." 

He looked at her with irritable suspicion, 
and then said : 

" Did you see him give it ? Did he 
take you and the child for beggars ? . . . 
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Confound his impudence I . . . Send 
Martha over to him with it." 

He turned to ring the belL 

''Stop!'' said DoUy, quietly. "NeUy 
tells me that Mrs. Parrot tapped on the 
window to speak to her, and when she went 
in, she saw the gentleman, who kissed her, 
and gave her the shilling to buy her doll 
a parasoL No insult could have been in- 
tended by this." 

" Oh, that was it I " exclaimed Mr. Con- 
way. "Well, and why do you let the 
child keep the money ? Shell lose it Take 
it from her." 

"It belongs to her. She will not lose 
it." 

" Yes, she wilL Nelly, give that money 
to your mamma." 

But Nelly doubled her fist over it, and 
hid her hand under the table. 
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"Do you hear what I say?" cried Mr. 
Conway. 

"Why will you not let her keep it?" 
asked Dolly. 

"Am I maater here or not?" shouted 
Mr. Conway. "Give that money to your 
mother, child!" 

Nelly began to whimper, terrified by the 
man's voicie, but loath to surrender her 
little treasure. He stepped up to her, 
whipped the little hand from under the 
cloth, and forcing the shilHng from it, put 
it into his pocket. 

" Though I'm a beggar by my own folly," 
he exclaimed, walking to the door, "I'll 
not be insulted and defied by the beggars 
I have brought about me." 

His fingers were in his pocket, and it 
seemed as though he would pull the money 
out and fling it on the table. But second 
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thoughts prevailed; he jerked his hat on 
his head, and marched out of the house, 
hanging the door after him. 

Dolly watched to see if he" would step 
across to Mrs. Pairot's; but he walked 
straight on. 

"Hush, my darling, hush!" she ex- 
claimed, catching up the sobbing child. 
"Dolly shall have her parasol; I will buy 
it mysel£ Hush, my pet! Nelly's tears 
break poor mamma's heart . . . Oh, 
John ! oh, husband ! " she mnrmuied ; 
" why did Grod take you firom me ? Why 
did He lead me and my little one into 
this misery?" 

Truly, it was misery, of a forlorn and 
hopeless kind. But you have seen the man 
Dolly had married at his worst The most 
brutal husband is not always brutal The 
drunkard is not always drunk. More 
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colours than black and white go to the 
painting of a man off the stage, where 
corked eyebrows strike no horror, and 
blood-boltered cheeks prove nothing more 
than a neglect of soap. 

Mr. Conway had his soft hours, when 
he would shed tears, smite his breast, and 
call himself a fiend — ^having reference, by 
this flattering title, to nothing but his 
behaviour to Dolly. 

He was undoubtedly in love with her 
when he married her; and the sweet face 
which had made ^im haunt Southboume, 
to the neglect of his patients, would still, 
even after two years, have too much potency 
not to occasionally soften and give move- 
ment to the humanities which lay m him, 
hardened and drowned in drink. Though 
he had always, as long as people could 
remember him in Hanwitch, been what 
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they called a dissqiated man, he had 
managed somehow or other to get a living, 
to keep his landlord ciril and wear good 
clothes. Ladies were not wanting who 
called him handsome. His manner, when 
sober, was courteous ; his language correct ; 
his fingers dexterous in pulling teeth out 
or putting teeth in. Those who knew any- 
thing of him knew that he never saved 
a penny ; that were he to make ten thou- 
sand a year he would never save a 
penny; but they always said that, if he 
would only take a deep-rooted dislike to 
beer and brandy, go to bed at ten and 
rise at seven, attend to his business and 
give up smoking pipes in the streets, he 
might obtain enough money to enable him 
to keep a carriage and live in good 

style. 

How he met Dolly matters little. She 
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was living in one room at Southboume 
at that time, trying to obtain a liveli- 
hood by taking in rieedlework. She was 
miserably poor, with a little baby at her 
breast. Old Mr. Newcome, the rector, did 
liis best for her, and allowed her what 
little he could afford out of his slender 
income, which enabled her to pay her 
rent. But she had to clothe and feed 
her child and herself, and the work she 
procured was scanty and poorly paid for. 
Grod knows how she managed to struggle 
through those days ! Mr. Conway asked 
her to marry him, but she answered " No," 
bitterly, for her love for Holdsworth was 
a passion. Then her only friend, Mr. 
Newcome, died ; her health broke down ; 
she was absolutely destitute; and so, for 
her baby's sake — ^but shrinking from the 
marriage as one shrinks from the commis- 
voL. in. <J 
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sion of an evil deed, and with a heart in 
her so heaw tiiat nothing: but her love 
for her child seemed to keep ha aUve — 
she gave her hand to Mr. CSonway, and 
went to live with him at Hanwiteh. 

She had no affection fear the man. Her 
mamage was a bitter necessoty, and ahe 
hated it and hezself for iJiat. She had no- 
knowledge of Conway's habits, thongh she 
had had penetration enongh to miss certain 
moral qualifications which are to be felt 
and cannot be explained. Now she dis- 
covered that he was an intemperate, im- 
provident man, hasty in his temper, selfish, 
and at the same time neirleetfal of his own 
interests. 

He was some wav ahead in his down- 
ward career when he married her. The 
addition his marriage made to his expenses 
quickened his pace, as an object, rolling 
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slowly at first, improves its velocity in 
proportion to the increase of its distance 
from the starting-point. One by one his 
patients deserted him. He insulted his 
landlord, to whom he owed money, who 
gave him notice to quit. He then hired 
the little house in which we have found 
him, and was now illustrating one of the 
great mysteries of social life — ^the mystery 
of living without money, of keeping a 
house over his head without a shUling 
in his pocket, of wearing boots and coats 
without the means in his purse to pay ofi" 
the milkman's sixpenny score. 

How is this done ? There are people 
doing it every day. They are doing more : 
they are keeping men-servants, renting big 
houses, wearing fine dresses, frequenting 
fashionable haunts, on nothing a year. How 
Thackeray puzzled over this problem ! How 

G 2 
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Dickens tried to explaia it and failed : for 
lie is always driven to a last moment, when 
some good genius steps forward to help. 
Imagination can't deal with a feat which 
makes nothing do the work of a great deal 

There is no doubt something aggressive, 
even to good nature, in the brooding melan- 
choly that goes about its duties lifelessly, 
which gives spiritless attention to matters 
of moment and significance, which looks 
complaint without speaking it, and addresses 
itself to every task of life with an idr of 
reproachfdl endurance. 

A man possessed of such an inflammable 
temper as Conway would be constantly 
taking fire in the presence of such a melan- 
choly ; and it must be confessed that Dolly 
embodied the part with some degree of com- 
pleteness. Silent and mournful submission 
to fate was the wrong attitude to assume 
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towards a man in whom was a good deal of 
the fool. A powerful virago, with muscular 
arms and a venomous tongue, would have 
kept him to his work and out of the taverns 
by the irresistible influence of words sup- 
ported by finger-nails. 

Dolly, whose heart was never with him, 
soon learned to despise him. It is true 
that she endeavoured, at the beginning of 
their married life, to win him from his 
extravagant and reckless courses by en- 
treaties and the mild persuasion of ca- 
resses ; but she soon ceased her appeals on 
finding that they took no effect, and only 
rarely alluded to his habits, which, having 
plunged them into poverty, were keeping 
them there, and sinking them lower and 
lower each day. 

With an inconsistency not very un- 
common, he resented her silence at the 
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same time that he knew the expression of 
her thoughts would enrage him. He was 
still sufficiently under the control of her 
beauty to feel jealous of her love, which 
he very well knew was with the man they 
both thought dead. That truth had leaked 
out long ago. He once heard her teaching 
her child to pray ; and presently lift up her 
own voice in a prayer which had no name 
in it but John's, whom she cried aloud to, 
bidding his spirit take witness of the 
sufferings which had driven her into an act 
that made her hateful to herself Once, 
when her gentle sweetness was stirred into 
passion by him, she declared that she had 
never loved him; that she had married him 
for her child's sake ; that if Grod took her 
babe firom her she would kill herself, fw her 
husband was in heaven, and his voice spoke 
in her conscience, eternally reproaching her 
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for forgettiiig the vow they had made- 



ihat though death should sunder them, the 
^survivor would be true to love and memory , 
and live alone. 

But' his petulance, his churlishness, his 
occasional brutality, indeed, was not owing 
to this. She had merely put his own know- 
ledge of her into language; and since he 
had married her, fully persuaded that the 
gift of her hand had been dictated by pure 
necessity only, he could scarcely find him- 
self alienated by the confession of her 
motive. Poverty and drink were the two 
demons that mastered him. And poverty 
without drink would have done the work ; 
for his happened to be one of those boneless 
natures which give under a very small 
weight ; one of those weak characters who, 
if they find themselves in a gutter, are 
satisfied to lie there and roll there, and 
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moisten the mud with which they bedaub 
those about them with tears, and make their 
settlements gross with oaths, and shrieks, 
and reproaches. 



CHAPTER V. 



FATHER AND CHILD. 

All next morning Holdsworth kept watch 
for Dolly and his child, but did not see 
them. But Mr. Conway had passed when 
Mrs. Parrot happened to be in tlie room 
laying the cloth for dinner, and the woman 
had directed Holdsworth's attention to him. 
The glimpse he obtained, however, was very 
brief. All that he saw was a sandy- 
whiskered gentleman, with a tilted hat, 
aim with rather uncertain legs for the gate 
with the brass plate upon it, and vanish 
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with an alacrity that was painfully sug- 
gestive of a disordered visibn. 

"There he goes! Drunk as usual!" ex- 
claimed Mrs. Parrot, disgustfully, giving 
the table-cloth an angry twitch. 

" How does he live ? I have seen nobody 
call at his house yet ! " 

"No, sir; and I don't think you're 
likely to. Persons as can't get served 
at the other tooth-drawers are too sensible 
to walk all this way to get their jaws 
broke." 

" Are they very poor, do you think ? " 

"Why, sir, I suppose he must pay his 
rent somehow, but I don't know as he does 
anythink more. I'm told that they owe 
money all over the town, but the trades- 
people make no fuss, because, as Mr. Jairing 
the butcher says to me, 'It's all very fine, 
Mrs. Parrot,' he says, 'talkin of hexecutions. 
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but what's the use o' going to the expense 
of a distress when there's nothin' to seize ? ' 
There's a deal in that, sir." 

" God help them ! " muttered Holds- 
worth to himself. Xhen looking up he 
aaid, "Do you think Mrs. Conway would 
let her little girl come and have tea with 
me this afternoon ? " 

"I should think she would, sir, and 
feel honoured by the askin'." 

" I have not seen the child to-day." 

" No, sir 1 Mrs. Conway don't often 
come out. She kapes a bit of a wench 
as does her arrands, and I've told the slut 
times out o' mind to put her bonnet on, 
an' not go flyin' down the road as though 
a orficer was arter her, disgracin' of our 
neighbourhood^ and frightening away any 
respectable person as might be comin' wi' 
a bad tooth. I don't think of him, sir. 
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J£ I could put a sixpence in his way I 
would, for the sake of his wife an' the 
little one/' 

''How shall I invite Uttle Nelly if I do 
not see her?" 

ril run across, if you like, when IVe 
got your dinner ready, and ask Mrs. 
Conway if she'll let the child come. Per- 
haps you'll just watch, sir, and tell me 
when the husband leaves the house. I 
don't want to meet him if I can help it." 

An hour elapsed before Holdsworth saw 
Mr. Conway pass on his way to the High 
Street, on which he rang the bell and 
informed Mrs. Parrot that she might now 
call on Mrs. Conway in safety. 

His anxiety to have the chUd impressed 
his landlady as a very odd thing. She 
could understand his admiration of Nelly; 
she could also imderstand his calling her 
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in and giving her a kiss and a present. 
No man's heart, she considered, could fail 
to be warmed by the sight 6f so pretty a 
little girL But she could not understand 
him posting himself at the window, and 
looking troubled because he did not see 
the child, and showing himself as anxious 
to have her to tea as if she was a grown 
woman, and he was courting her. 

She sailed across the road (watched by 
Holdsworth), her cap-strings streaming over 
her shoulders, and walked up to the door 
of the Conways' house, and gave a single 
knock She was kept waiting so long, 
that when the door was at last opened by 
the "bit of a slut," who, to judge by her 
complexion, appeared to have been devoting 
the last hour or two to black-leading her 
face, Mrs. Parrot, instead of asking for 
Mrs. Conway, began storming at her for 
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** kaping respectable folks on the doorsteps 
while she sat readin* ha'porths o* bad 
fiction by the kitchen fire/* 

" I wasn't readin\ I didn't hear yer. 
Who do you want — omissus ? " said the 
girl sulkUy. 

"Why, Mrs. Conway, of course. Show 
me in, and go an' tell her at once that 
I'm here," replied Mrs. Parrot, not waiting 
to be shown in, but pushing into the 
middle of the passage. 

The girl shambled off, and presently 
Mrs. Conway came up the kitchen stairs. 
The skirt of her dress was pinned up at 
the waist, and her arm-sleeves were above 
her elbows, displaying the whiteness and 
fineness of the skin, though the arms 
were very thin. 

" How do you do, Mrs. Parrot ? You 
will excuse my wretched untidy appear- 
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ance. I am doing a little washing down- 
stairs, and would not keep yon waiting 
whilst I made myself presentable." 

" Niver mention it, ma'am," answered Mrs. 
Parrot, looking with pleasure, mingled with 
pain, at the sweet face, in which, now that 
there was no hat to shadow it, the sorrow 
and care were clearly seen. Her prettiness 
was but enhanced by the looped-up skirt, 
showing the little feet and small, firm 
ankles. Her bright hair was in disorder, 
and there was the little flush of recent 
exertion on her cheeks. 

"IVe called wi' a message from my 
gentleman lodger. He wants Miss Nelly 
to drink tea with him, and sent me across 
to ask you to let her come." 

"The same gentleman who gave Nelly 
a shilling yesterday ? " asked Dolly, look- 
ing half surprised and half pleased. 
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"Yes, ma'am. He's a very nice person, 
and seems uncommon partial to children. 
He's been all the morning on the look-out 
for your little gal, and I hope you'll let 
her come, ma'am, and bring her doll wi' her, 
for I think he'U take it to heart if you 
refuse." 

"Oh, I will certainly send her. Will 
half-past three do? I shall have to dress 
her. Pray give my compliments to the 
gentleman, and thank him for his kindness. 
You. have not told me his name." 

"Hampden, ma'am; Mr. Hampden." 

" I have not yet seen him. Is he an 
old man ? Few young men care for 
children." 

"To tell you the truth, ma'am, I've 
got no more idea of his age, than I have of 
the age of my house. He's got a deal o' 
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gray hair on his head, and yet he isn't 
an old man either, although to see him 
walk, leanin' on his stick, you'd take Tiim 
to be sixty. I think he means to make 
friends wi' your little gal, if youll let 
him, just for want o' company. He don't 
seem to know anybody in Hanwitch, nor 
to follow any caUin' like. I doubt he's 
a bit rich ; but you see, ma'am, he only 
took my lodgin's the day before yester- 
day, and I've not had time to make him 
quite out yit." 

Saying this, Mrs. Parrot dropped a 
courtesy, and turned to depart, taking a 
quick comprehensive glance at the dingy 
little parlour as she passed, and mentally 
comparing it with her own rooms. 

Holdsworth ,was at the window when she 
returned, and she could hardly forbear 

VOL. III. H 
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laughing, so tickled was she by his ex- 
pectant face. 

''Mrs. Conway's compliments, sir, and 
she says that her little gal will be with 
you at half-past three, thankin' you for 
your kindness," said she, her eyes twinkling 
with, her suppressed but perfectly good- 
natured mirth. 

" Thank you, Mrs. Parrot, for taking so 
much trouble," exclaimed Holdsworth glee- 
fully. " What time is it now ? A quarter 
to three. I shall just have time to walk 
into the High Street and buy a cake. She 
will like a cake — a plum-cake, I think ; and 
shall I get some marmalade ? Yes, she will 
enjoy marmalade — and what else ? Tell me, 
Mrs. Parrot; what do little children 
like ? '* 

" Why, mostly sweet things, sir. I guess 
the, marmalade 11 take Miss Nelly's fancy. 
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But don't you trouble, sir; I can run out 
and buy you what you want." . 

"No — ^I am obliged to you. There are 
other things she might like which I 
shouldn't be able to remember without 
seeing them. We will have tea at four, 
Mrs. Parrot. 1 shall be back in twenty 
minutes.'' 

Mrs. Parrot watched him leave the house 
and walk down the road as swiftly as he 
<5ould, leaning on his stick. *^ Well, if iver I 
saw the like of this ! " she exclaimed aloud. 
" I'll not tell mother ; it might scare her. 
There is something downright singler in the 
notion of a stranger takin' all this trouble, 
and goin' almost wild-like, all along of a 
little gal he never saw before yisterday. 
Some folks" 'ud call it alarmin'." 

jHer' nerves, however, were equal to the 
occasion; for whilst Holdsworth was away, 

H 2 
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she journeyed upstairs and unlocked a little 
glass-fronted cupboard, screwed into a comer 
of her bedroom, from which she took a 
teapot, a cream-jug, and two cups and 
saucers of brilliantly-coloured china ; like- 
wise from an open box under her bed a 
tray magnificently decorated with mother- 
of-pearl birds of paradise seated on pink 
trees, and surrounded by a prospect not 
to be paralleled on this side the moon. 

She returned to the kitchen with these 
things, and then entered the garden and 
picked a bouquet of sweet-scented flowers, 
with which she furnished the tray. Then 
she set to work upon a loaf of bread, and 
produced in no time a number of thin and 
appetising slices ; which done, and the tray 
being arranged, she fell back a step to 
admire the effect. 

At a quarter-past three Holdsworth re- 
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turned, followed by a boy with his arms 
full of bags. He called to Mrs. Parrot, who 
came out and took the bags from the boy, 
and placed them upon the dining-room 
table. More things than edibles had been 
purchased; though of these there was 
enough to give an evening party upon — 
fruit, cakes, pots of jam, gingerbread-nuts, 
sweetmeats, tarts; there was a doll; there 
was also a horse and cart; and there was 
an immense box of bricks. 

Mrs. Parrot turned pale, and was much 
too astonished to speak, as Holdsworth 
thrust the bags and pots, the buns and 
the tarts, into her arms, and requested her 
to take them at once into the kitchen, and 
display them on plates to the very best 
advantage, ready for the little one when 
the bell should ring for tea. He then 
hid the toys in a closet, and stationed 
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himself at the window to watch for 
NeUy. 

Punctual to the moment, she came out 
of the house, led by the hand by the ser- 
vant, who looked horribly grimy. Holds- 
worth ran to the door and opened it, and 
when the child came timidly up to him, 
snatched her up in his arms, and hastened 
with her into the sitting-room, kissing her 
all the way. 

"There's a good little pet," he said,, 
sitting down and keeping her on his knee. 
" Let me take off your hat. Nelly mustn't 
be a&aid of me.'* 

" My own 1 my own ! " he murmured,, 
as his lingering fingers caressed her soft 
hair, and he gazed with passionate love at 
her big eyes, roving with a half-^icared 
expression from his face around the 
room. 
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" Me dot dolly," she said, producing the 
old toy from under her cloak. 

" Ay, that's right ; and dolly shall have 
a slice of cake all to herself. Here she 
is 1 " he exclaimed, seeing Mrs. Parrot peep- 
ing in at the door. *' Will you take her 
hat and this little cape ? ^ 

" How do you do, dear ? " said Mrs. 
Parrot, giving the child a kiss. 

*' Look at my frock ! " exclaimed Nelly, 
holding up her dress, which had a little 
embroidery work upon it, and which bore 
marks of much patient mending and 
darning. 

" Beautiful ! beautiful ! " cried Mrs. Par- 
rot. "IVe set the kettle on to bile, sir, 
and tea '11 be ready whiniver you're pleased 
to want it." 

So saying, she dropped a courtesy, being 
greatly impressed by Mr. Hampden's un- 
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doubted wealth, illustrated by his prodigal 
purchases, and withdrew. 

Father and child I A lonely man, gentle, 
honourable, faithful, a^ any whom Gk)d in 
His wisdom has chosen to afflict, opening 
his heart to receive and fold up the sweet- 
ness and innocence of his own little baby ! 

Ah! I think even Mrs. Parrot might 
have guessed the strange mystery of 
this man's desire for the child, had she 
but watched him from some secret hiding- 
place when the door had closed upon her. 

He surrendered himself to his emotion 
when he felt himself alone with the little 
girl, and for many moments could not 
speak to her, could do no more than 
look at her, searching her fairy lineaments 
with something almost of a woman's ecstacy, 
reading his brief history of hopefiil, beautiful 
love in her fresh deep eyes, and drinking 
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in greedily the memories of the days that 
T^ere no more, which thronged from the 
face that mirrored his as it was when 
Dolly knew him, as the dew-drop mirrors 
the sun. 

But he was recalled to himself by the 
gathering expression of fear in Nelly. 
Indeed^ there was something alarming 
enough to her in the concentrated passion, 
all soft and holy as it was, that shone in 
his fixed regard. 

Such abandonment to feeling would not 
do, if the part he was to play was to 
be complete. 

He placed her gently on the floor, and, 
going to the cupboard, brought out the 
dolL 

" See, Nelly ! here is a little lady I 
invited expressly to drink tea with you. 
She told me that she had often seen you 
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pass her shop in the High Street, and that 
she wanted to live with you. You must 
take her home when you leave me, will 
you ? " 

Nelly stood for a moment transfixed by 
the spectacle of this gorgeously - dressed 
creature, resplendent in blue gauze, bronzed 
boots, gilt sash, and flowing red feather. 
Then — so permanent is human aflFection — 
she threw down her old doll and ran 
forward, with outstretched arms, to welcome 
and hug the stranger. 

But the sum of her amazement was not 
yet made out Once more Holdaworth 
dived into the mysterious cupboard and 
produced the horse and cart, which, he 
told Nelly, was the chariot that had brought 
the yoimg lady to his bouse, and without 
which she never condescended to take the 
air, being much too fine a lady to walk. 
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The box of bricks followed ; and presently 
Nelly was on the floor, taking up the three 
toys one after the other in quick succession, 
her avariciousness of enjoyment perplexed 
by the number of the objects that ministered 
to it. 

Holdsworth knelt by her side and 
watched her face. 

A man need not be a father to find 
something elevating and purifying in the 
contemplation of a child's countenance, 
varied by tiny innocent emotions, re- 
flecting the little play of her small passions, 
as her eyes reflect the objects that surround 
her. But that subtle and sacred bond, 
which unites a child's life to a parent's 
heart, creates an impulse to such contem- 
plation which makes the pleasure sweeter 
than any other kind of pleasure, by the 
infusion of an exquisite pathos, mingled 
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with the only kind of pride to which 
vanity seems to contribute nothing. 

The natural bitterness which Holdsworth 
felt in thinking that his little girl did 
not know him, that misfortune had thrust 
his love out of the sphere of her own 
tind his wife's life, was converted into 
tender melancholy by the emotions Nelly's 
presence excited, and left his pleasure un- 
alloyed by pain. Here was a little being 
who was his at least ; his by a right no 
sin, no folly, no error could challenge ; 
indisputably his, to survive, if God per- 
mitted, into his future, when the time 
should come for him to call himself aloud 
by the name of Father, and ask her love 
as some recompense for that present sacrifice 
of his which was enforced by grand obe- 
dience to the high laws of morality. 

How hard it was to be thus true to 
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himself, thus true to his wife, thus 
true to the little one who must needs 
share some portion of that obligation 
of shame which would befall them all, ' 
were he to confess himself — Judge! for 
you see him kneeling by his child's side; 
you may behold his love in his eyes ; 
you may know that no upturned luminous 
glance of hers but thrills along the chords 
of his passion, and makes his heart gush 
forth its overfull tenderness, even until his 
sight grows humid, and he turns his 
thoughts in a piteous aside to God for 
courage and wiU, so to sustain this strange, 
pathetic happiness, that no sorrow shall 
follow it. 

"Nelly, we will have tea now,*' he 
says; and he rings the bell, and then 
comes up to the child again, and turns 
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her face up, kisses her suddenly, and seats 
himself at a distance with his chin upon 
his hand. 

Then Mrs. Parrot came in, armed with 
the tray, which she placed upon the table, 
while she challenged her lodger's admira- 
tion by lightly lifting her gray eyes and 
" smirking. 

Yes, it was very beautiful. The bouquet 
made the room odoriferous at once; the 
. birds of paradise looked splendid ; the cups 
were elegant enough to induce one to go 
on drinking tea with stubborn disregard 
of the nervous system, for hours and hours 
together, if only for an excuse to handle 
them and have them under the eye. In 
order to bring Nelly's head a little above 
the level of the table, Holdsworth piled 
three or four of the folios on a chair, on 
which he seated her ; and that the two 
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dolls might be seen to advantage, he very 
ingeniously tied them together, and set 
them on a chair, leaning against the table, 
with a plate and a slice of bread-and- 
butter before them ; whereat Nelly laughed 
rapturously, clapping her hands and filling 
the room with sweet sounds. 

It was all Fairyland, these cups and toys 
and cakes and what not, to the little girl, 
whose tea at home was often no more 
than a slice of dry bread, when her step- 
father had drunk away the money he should 
have given to his wife, and left her with- 
out the means to purchase an ounce ef 
butter. The sun was at the back of the 
house, and its rules of yellow light flooded 
the floor at the extremity of the apart- 
ment, and flung a golden haze over that 
portion of the room where the table stood. 
There was something so charming in the 
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scene thus deKcately lighted, that Mrs. 
Parrot, who had been struggling with 
her modesty for some minutes, while she 
fidgeted over the plates and dishes, sud- 
denly exclaimed : 

"I humbly beg parding for the liberty, 
sir, but would you mind mother just takin* 
one peep ? She came into the kitchen 
while I was dressin' the tray, an' I told 
her what was goin' forward, an' I think 
it 'ud do her heart good to see this beautiful 
show." 

"Let her come by all means," replied 
Holdsworth, touched and diverted by the 
perfect simplicity of these people. 

Presently fell a respectful knock, and 
Mrs. Parrot re-entered, followed by a 
Roman nose that came and vanished like 
an optical delusion near the handle of the 
door. 
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" Come in, mother ; the gentleman's kind 
enough to say you may," said Mrs. Parrot ; 
and in faltered the old woman, dropping an 
aged courtesy, and making her spectacles 
chatter in their wooden case as she strove to 
withdraw them. 

"Ain't this a picter, mother ?" 

" Niver see anything to aquil it," replied 
the old lady, putting on her spectacles and 
gazing around her with many a convulsive 
motion of the head. " Why, Sairey, them's 
our best cups !" 

''Yes, I told you I was usin' them. 
Don't you see the little gal, mother ?" 

'^ See her ? Yes, — of course I do. But 

she don't want an old 'ooman like me to 

kiss her, eh, my pretty ? I'm very much 

obleeged, sir," dropping a creaking courtesy, 

^'for the sight o' this table." 

VOL. m. I 
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"Would yotir mother like one of these 
cakes for her tea ?" said Holdsworth. 

" Oh, sir, you're very good. — ^Mother, the 
gentleman wants to know if youTl accept 
of one of these cakes for your tea ?" 

" Thank ye, sir. I relish a bit o' some- 
thin' sweet now and agin,'' replied the old 
lady, dropping another courtesy as she re- 
ceived the cake. " I was cook to Squire 
Harrowden, lar' bless yer ! I dessay it were 
years afore you was bom, and they did say 
as there niver was my aquil i' the makin' o' 
pie-crust. I've cooked for as many as a 
hundred and tin persons, ay, that I have," 
with intense earnestness, " as Sairey 11 bear 
me witness, for she's heerd the story from 
her own father, as was gamekeeper to the 
Squire, an' a more likely man you niver see, 
sir. His name were Cramp, which he was 
a Croydon man, as you may happen to 
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know the name if you was iver in them 
parts ?" 

"Come, mother, we have stopped long 
enough," exclaimed Mrs. Parrot, putting 
her hand upon the old lady's arm. 

They both courtesied; and then the old 
woman let fall the cake, which rolled imder 
the table. Holdsworth recovered it for her, 
which act of condescension was so over- 
whelming that she let the cake fall again ; 
on which Mrs. Parrot lost her temper, and 
hurried the old dame through the door at 
a velocity to which her legs were quite 
unused, and possibly quite unequal. She 
might be heard feebly remonstrating in 
a voice similar to the sound a key makes 
when turned in a rusty lock ; and then the 
door was closed, and Holdsworth and Nelly 

were left alone. 

* ^ * * * 

I 2 
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If Mrs. Parrot had dared, she would 
have been glad to advise Holdsworth " not 
to let the little gal eat too much, there 
bein' nothing worse nor sweetstuff for 
young stomachs, which finds milk-and- 
water sometimes too much for 'em." But, 
happily, Nelly was not a glutton; besides, 
the majority of human beings at her age 
eat only as much as they want, and no 
more ; we wait until our judgment is 
matured, until life is precious, until we 
have experienced most of the distempers 
which arise from an overloaded stomach, 
before making ourselves thoroughly ill with 
over-feeding ! 

By this time the child was perfectly 
at home with Holdsworth, and enjoying 
herself immensely, varying a bite at a slice 
of cake with a bite at some bread covered 
with jam, sipping the good milk Holds- 
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worth had obtained for her with great 
gravity, and staring at the dolls, and then 
bending to make sure that her bricks had 
not taken to their heels while she was 
looking at the horse and cart, and that 
the horse had not bolted with the cart 
while she was looking at her bricks. 

Holdsworth scarcely removed his eyes 
from her face. When he spoke to her 
there was a softness in his voice that 
incited like music on the ear. 

At last she pushed, her plate away, 
and Holdsworth rang the bell, and giving 
Mrs. Parrot private instructions to make 
up a parcel of the remainder of the cakes, 
&c., ready for Nelly to take home with 
her, he clasped the child's hand and went 
with her into the garden, she holding the 
new doll, he dragging the horse and cart 
after him. 
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There was a square of grass in this 
garden, and a bench on it ; and here 
Holdsworth sat, while Nelly played with 
her toys. 

It was a roomy, old-fashioned garden, 
with aged walls, full of rusty nails and 
rotten ligatures, and a few tall pear-trees 
sheltering a small circumference of ground 
at their feet ; and many fruit-trees sprawl- 
ing wildly against the walls. The moss 
was like a carpet on the flint walk, and 
the box at the side of the bed was high 
and thick; and at the top of the garden 
was an old hencoop, hedged about with 
wirework, behind which some dozen hens 
scratched the soil for worms, and made 
the air drowsy with their odd, half- 
suppressed mutterings. 

Moods possess us, sometimes, which 
such a scene as this will affect more 
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pleasurably than a garden bursting with 
exotics, and tended with the highest 
•artistic judgment. There is something very 
calming in homely shrubs and old fruit- 
trees with their roots hidden by the long, 
vivid grass, and uncouth weeds thrusting 
their rude shapes among violet beds; and 
the solemn chatter of barn-door hens 
sunning themselves in hot spaces, or Ijring 
like dead things with a wing half-buried 
in sand and dirt, wiU sometimes impart . 
a more agreeable tranquillity to the mind 
than the choicest songs of nightingales 
warbled in groves under a full moon. 

Holdfiworth suflfered the child to have 
her full sportive will for some time, and 
then, thinking her tired, called her to 
him. 

She ran to him at once, and he perched 
her on his knee. 
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" Is Nelly afraid of me now ? " 
^* No. Nelly dot afraid. Nelly loves 'oo." 
In proof whereof she put her mouth 
up for a kiss. 

*' Will Nelly come to see me every day ? " 
« Det." 

" Does Nelly's papa love her ? " 
He believed that she had been taught 
to regard Mr. Conway as her papa. It 
was a sore tax upon the gentle mood 
then on him to put the question in that 
form, but he wished to learn if his child 
were well treated by her step-father. 

The question puzzled her. Indeed, she 
was a very little thing, and backward in 
her speech. It was delicious to see her 
knit her tiny brows, and gaze with her 
fuU, deep, earnest eyes on Holdsworth, 
with a half-intelligence in her face, and 
all the rest child-sweetness. 
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Like all children, who cannot answer 
a question, she remained silent ; a hint 
parents would sometimes do well to take. 

"Does Nelly get plenty to eat?" 

" Del" 

This was not quite true ; but then 
Holdsworth, who knew nothing of children, 
was ignorant that little infants will borrow 
their answers from your voice or face, so 
that to get an affirmative from them you 
have only to speak or look affirmatively. 

"Does mamma teach Nelly to pray?" 

" Det NeUy pray." 

And, to prove how well she could pray, 
she put her two hands together, hung 
down her head, and whispered : 

" Dod bless dear mamma and Nelly. Dod 
bless little Nelly's dear papa." 

She looked up coyly, as though ashamed. 

Dear reader, smile not at these simple 
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words, nor think them puerile. When we 
behold a little child praying, we know how 
the angels worship God. 

A sob broke from Holdsworth as she 
ceased. Who was little Nelly's dear papa 
but he ? His wife's love had dictated that 
prayer, and it was their child who told 
him of her love. Ah ! God had deigned 
to hear that prayer, whispered by a wife's 
heart through the lips of her infant, and 
had blessed him with this knowledge of 
her devotion, and had brought him from 
afar to know it. 

No ; not want of love had made her 
faithless to his memory. Faithless she was 
not — she could not be if her heart nightly 
spoke to God of him through her child. 

Let him look at the little girl now; let 
him feel the fulness of the love she inspired 
in him; let him imagine that he was 
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desolate and friendless, and in want, and 
that this frail flower, this tender little lamb, 
pined and grew wan and ragged for food 
and raiment ; let him mingle with his own 
emotion the pain and torment which a 
mother's heart would feel in the presence of 
this baby's sufferings; and then let him 
condemn his wife, if he could, for sacrificing 
her memories and accepting food and shelter 
from any hand that offered them under any 
honourable conditions. 

He could not speak again for some time ; 
and Nelly growing tired of sitting, slipped 
from his knee, and betook herself to her 
toys. 

Then his eyes kindled anew, and he 
watched her eagerly. He longed to ask her 
questions — ^to hear her lisp him sweet 
aaswrances of his Dolly's love — ^to learn from 
her little Kps that her mother was his, had 
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been, would always be his, though separated 
from him by a barrier as formidable^ as 
death. But there was no question he could 
put which the child might not repeat again ; 
for backward as she was in speech, her small, 
imperfect language would be intelligible 
enough to the mother. His curiosity would 
be too unnatural in a stranger not to excite 
Dolly's suspicions; and if they should not 
even lead to the discovery of his secret, they 
might be the means of breaking oflF all inter- 
course between him and his child. 

And so he remained silent; and presently^ 
as he sat watching the little creature pushing^ 
her doll to and fro in the cart and talking 
to herself, a calm came upon his heart — a 
sense of exquisite repose and security. 
You would have said, to look upon hint 
and remark the placid sweetness that reigned 
in his face, that the child's prayer had 
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veritably done its office — that God had 
blessed him, indeed. 

A long hour passed. The garden was 
fresh and cool ; the declining sun mellowed 
the gray walls and kindled many little suns 
in the vine-draped windows ; the sparrows 
flitted quickly with short chirrups from tree 
to tree ; and the crooning of the hens 
added completeness to the peace and tender- 
ness that breathed in the air. 

Once again Nelly was on Holdsworth's 
knee, fetching vague replies from her 
struggling perceptions for his questions, 
when Mrs. Parrot came out of the house and 
said that Mrs. Conway was in the sitting- 
room, waiting to take her little girl 
home. 

Holdsworth glanced quickly at the win- 
dow of the room, but did not see her. He 
put the child down hurriedly, and said : 
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^' There, my little pet, run along with 
Mrs. Parrot." 

"Won't you come and speak to Mrs. 
Conway, sir?" asked Mrs. Parrot. "She 
wants to thank you for your kindness." 

" No — no — pray don't let her call it 
kindness," stammered Holdsworth, who was 

very pale. 

"Fm sure she'll take it unkind if you 
won't let her thank you, sir," said Mrs. 
Parrot earnestly. " She's been watching 
you both through the window for the last 
five minutes, an' I couldn't help tellin' 
her what a fine treat you have given Miss 
Nelly. Besides, she's seen them toys," she 
added, looking at Nelly's presents. 

A whole lifetime of nervous pain was 
in that moment's pause. Could he meet 
her, speak to her, and remain unknown ? 
His desire was to hide. It seemed incon- 
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ceivable that in five years such a change 
should be wrought in him as to render 
him unrecognisable by his wife. 

But the pressing necessity of immediate 
action was too sudden to give his imagi- 
nation time to alarm his judgment. He 
must dare the encounter, since it was 
not to be obviated by any means which 
might not prove more productive of sus- 
picion than bold confrontment. 

He laid the utmost tyranny of his will 
upon his feelings, and saying : 

" Perhaps you are right, Mrs. Parrot. 
Mrs. Conway will think me rude if I do 
not see her,'' took Nelly's hand and walked 
with her to the house. 

Dblly was seated in an arm-chair near the 
fireplace, leaning her cheek on her hand. 
Her attitude showed that she had been 
watching the group in the garden. 
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She stood up when Holdsworth entered 
and bowed to him. 

Nelly ran to her, holding up her dolL 

'^ Look, mamma !" 

The action was timely ; it enabled Holds- 
worth to walk to the side of the window, 
where the shadow lay darkest, and there 
he stood. 

This he had sense enough to do ; but 
for a moment or two the room swam round 
him, and he grasped the back of a chair. 

Would she know him ? 

That thought swept like a galvanic 
shock through him, and made his blood 

tingle. 

It brought hope with it and fear ; a wild 
paradoxical emotion of yearning love • and 
the blighting sense of the sorrow and dis- 
honour recognition would involve. 

" I have to thank you very much, Mr. 
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Hampden, for your attention to my little 
girl," she said in a low sweet voice — 
how remembered ! 

" Her society gives me great happiness," 
he replied, with the faintest tremor in his 
tone. 

It might have been that sign of agitation 
which made her look at him suddenly. 

His gaze sank. But he felt her eyes 
upon his face, and the eager, restless 
scrutiny that filled them. 

But if ever a memory of something 
infinitely beloved to her had been renewed 
by his reply, it melted upon her conviction 
of the death of him whom Holdsworth^s 
voice had recalled to her, as snow upon 
water. 

Could it have been otherwise ? 

Not five years — not twenty years — ^not 
a lifetime, maybe, of ordinary sufferings 

VOL. III. K 
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could have so transformed his face but 
that her love could have pierced the mask. 
But the unnatural misery of those ten 

« 

days in. the open boat — the hunger that 
had wasted, the agonising thirst that had 
twisted his face out of all likeness to what 
it had been, the growth of beard and 
moustache that hid the lower part of the 
countenance, the gray hair, the bare fore- 
head, the deformed eyebrows, the rugged 
indent between the brows, the stooped 
form !-:- 

Here was a transformation that would 
have defied a mother's instincts — that 
would have offered an impenetrable front 
to perception barbed into keenness by the 
profoundest love that ever warmed the 
heart. 

And yet, looking at this woman at- 
tentively — looking at her gazing at yonder 
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man, cowering, it might almost seem, in 
the friendly shadow of the wall — there 
was something in her eyes, something in 
her face, something in her whole manner 
that would have quickened your pulse with 
a moment of breathless suspense. 

In such matters, as in the loss of memory, 
we must recognise the existence of a deep 
spiritual insight having no reference to 
the revelations of the mind. There are 
convictions which do not satisfy, though 
cemented by logic and acted on by their 
possessor with sincere conscience. Against 
such convictions instincts will surge as 
waves break upon a shore. Echoes are 
awakened, but are thought purposeless. 
And the conviction is still maintained, while 
the secret truth rolls at its base. 

The voice of Holdsworth, but not his 
face, had set Dolly's instincts in motion. 

K 2 
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But then her conviction that Holdsworth 
Was dead was a permanent one ; and under 
it her instincts subsided into uneasy sleep, 
though there was a shadow of melancholy 
on her face when she removed her eyes, 
which had not been there before Holdsworth 
spoke. 

"I hope Nelly has been good, Mr. 
Hampden." 

" Very good, indeed." » 

He seemed to know that the crisis was 
passed, for he breathed more freely, looked 
at her, and removed his hand from the 
chair. 

^' These toys are very beautiful. I really 
feel unable to express my gratitude to 

you. 

"You owe me no thanks. My gratitude 
is due to you for allowing your sweet little 
girl to come and see me." 
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'^Mrs. Parrot tells me you are very 
fond of children V 

"Very. I hope little Nelly will often 

V 

be here. I am quite alone, and she cheers 
me with her pretty prattle." 

She glanced at him quickly and sympa- 
thetically, as he said he was alone, and 
sighed. 

Holdsworth noticed that her dress was 
very shabby; but her beauty lost nothing 
by her apparel. He thought her looking 
sweeter than when he had left her five 
years before. Her riper charms were 
made touching by an under colouring of 
sadness, and there was languor in her 
movements and speech — sign of heart- 
weariness. 

" It is time for us to get home, Nelly," 
she said, looking uneasily towards the 
window. ^'Go and give Mr. Hampden a 
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kiss, and thank him prettily for his beau- 
tiful presents." 

The child approached Holdsworth, who 
kissed her gently, repressing the passionate 
emotion that, had he been alone, would 
have prompted him to raise her in his 
arms and press her to his breast. 

" Here are some little cakes," he said, 
taking the parcel Mrs. Parrot had prepared, 
and giving them to the child, but addressing 
Dolly, " which will amuse her to play with 
When may she come a<n;ain, Mrs. Conway ?" 

" Oh, she must not intrude ..." 

"No, no! she cannot come too often. 
Pray let me make a companion of her. 
She has completely won my heart. May 
she not walk with me sometimes ? I 
promise to take as much care of her as 
if she were my own child." 
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He had advanced a step and spoke 
'eagerly, bending forward ; but meeting her 
full eyes fixed on him with a little frown of 
mingled fear and amazement, he turned 
pale, fell back a step, and forcing a smile, 
said hurriedly : 

" I am sometimes — sometimes laughed at 
for — ^for my love of children." 

She did not answer him for some 
moments, but stood watching him with a 
startled expression, suggesting both fasci- 
nation and terror. Then she averted her 
eyes slowly, the colour went out of her 
cheeks, and she murmured somethmg under 
her breath. 

"You remind me of one who was very- 
dear to me ... I beg your pardon 
. . • ' there is offcen a strange resemblance 
in the tones of voices.'' 
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She took her child's hand, and was 
mechanically walking to the door. 

" Me want dolly and horse," said Nelly, 
holding back. 

Holdsworth picked up the toys, and went 
into the passage to open the door. They 
bowed to each other, and Holdsworth 
returned to the sitting-room. 

The moment he had dreaded had come 
and was gone. He had met his wife, spoken 
with her, and she did not know him. 

He had noticed the sudden surprise and 
fear that had come into her face ; he had 
noticed the deeply thoughtful mood in 
which she had quitted the house. But 
these things proved no more than this : that 

a note, familiar to her ear, still lived in 

* 

the tones of his voice, and had aroused 
for awhile the memory which rarely dis- 
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turbed her now, save in dreams at 
night. 

Well ! what he wished had happened. 
Suflfering had deformed him, time had 
changed him, to some purpose. He could 
play the game of life anew, as one freshly 
come upon the stage. His paradise was 
closed to him, but he could stand at the 
gate and be a looker-on at the sphere in 
which his most sacred interests played 
their parts; he could respect and uphold, 
by his withdrawal and secrecy, her, whose 
vows to him his imagined death had 
cancelled ; he could have his child for a 
playmate, and sow in her heart those seeds 
of love, which, if God should ever suffer 
her to know her father, would, in the fulness 
of time, bless him with an abundant harvest 
of happiness. 

But, though he would not, for the worth 



138 JOHN HOLDSWOBTH. 

of his life, have had things otherwise than 
they were, yet, as he stood in the room 
from which the light had departed with his 
child's sweet face, the tears rose to his eyes 
and sobs convulsed him. 

Oh, it was hard to look back upon his 
sufferings, and feel that nothing but 
suffering yet remained ; hard and bitter 
to behold those whom he loved, those whose 
love would spring to meet him were he 
to make but one little sign, and to know 
that he was as dead to them as if the great 
desolate sea rolled over his body. 

But here was a noble self-sacrificing heart 
that could not long mourn its own afflictions. 
High virtues are always pregnant with 
high consolations, and a good man's grief 
for himself is short because he carries many 
tender ministers to it in his bosoHL There 
was no triumph now to complete, for his 
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conquest over impulse had been achieved at 
Southbourne. He drew to the open window 
at the back, where the air was fragrant 
with the smell of hay from the meadows 
beyond, and the cool evening perfumes of 
flowers hidden amid the shrubbery in the 
garden, and watched the sun sinking, whikt 
his thoughts followed it to the distant deep, 
whose breast it overhung, and on whose 
lonely surface he had watched it rising 
and setting with a despair the memory of 
which filled him with thoughts too deep 
for tears. 



CHAPTER VI. 



dolly's THOITGHTS. 



Three days passed before Holdsworth saw- 
Nelly again. He then, from his window, 
beheld her playing on the pavement opposite 
with the horse and cart he had given her. 

He called, and she came running over to 
him gleefully at once. 

Mrs. Parrot was dispatched to request 
Mrs. Conway's leave that Nelly might stop 
to tea with Mr. Hampden, and returned to, 
say that " the little gal might, with the 
greatest of pleasure." 

Again and again Nelly w^as summoned 
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out of the road by Holdsworth, sometimes 
of a morning, sometimes of an afternoon, 
when he could see her. The little creature 
soon learnt to resist all her mother's sugges- 
tions that she should play in the back 
garden; she liked the pavement in the 
road, especially the pavement opposite 
Holdsworth's lodgings, and with an air of 
inscrutable mystery would keep a sharp 
look-out for Holdsworth, while she feigned 
to be absorbed in her toy. Ah, the artful- 
ness of some little girls ! But then there 
were always gingerbread and cakes for her 
in the miraculous cupboard in the corner 
of Holdsworth's room ; and the temptation 
to obtain these luxuries, and to evade the 
slice of bread and cup of thin milk and 
water which formed her evening meal at 
home, was sometimes powerful enough to 
send her toddling out of the back garden 
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where her mother placed her, into the 
road, actually unobserved by mamma, who, 
imagining that she still played in the garden, 
would be astonished by Mrs. Parrot coming 
across and saying that Miss Nelly was with 
Mr. Hampden, and please might she stop 
to tea. 

Often, if Holdsworth had the good fortune 
to see his little girl in the morning, or early 
in the afternoon, he would put on his hat, 
and leaving word with Mrs. Parrot to tell 
Mrs. Conway, should she ask, that he had 
taken Nelly^ for a walk, clasp the child's 
hand and stroll with her into the town. 

Nelly enjoyed these rambles hugely. 
Their two figures contrasted strangely, and 
many a woman's eyes would follow them, 
because the measured step, the thoughtful 
brow, the sunken face of the man, and 
the golden-haired child at his side, with 
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her bright young face and big eyes drinking 
in the sights and processions of the streets, 
and little twinkling feet, tripping so fleetly 
and dancingly along, that one would say 
she held his hand to prevent herself flying 
away, formed a picture which a woman's 
heart would love to contemplate for its 
prettiness. 

They would sometimes turn out of the 
hot streets, when Nelly's listless glance 
would show her weary at last of the 
splendours of the toy-shops (before which 
they regularly stopped) and wander to the 
river's side; and there, in the shadow of 
trees, Holdsworth would rest himself, while 
Nelly cleared the space around her of 
all the daisies and buttercups she could 
find. 

These were hours of deep and calm enjoy- 
ment to Holdsworth, who, until the chimes 
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of the town clocks warned him to rise, 
would lie, with his head supported on his 
elbow, that his face might be close to 
Nelly's, that he might catch every fluc- 
tuating expression that made her eyes an 
endless series of sweet signs, that he might 
hear every faltering syllable that fell from 
her lips. 

Soft and cool were the sounds the river 
made, as its gentle tide gurgled a secret 
music among the high rushes, or rippled 
round stumps of trees or projections of 
stone lodged in the bank. Winged insects 
flashed many-coloured lights upon the eye 
as they swept from shadow to shadow, 
parted by a rivulet of sunshine falling 
through the openings in the trees. Now 
and again a trout leaped with a pleasant 
and lazy splash. From the shores opposite, 
behind the trees, came the smell of the 
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waxm red clover, mingled with the multi- 
tudinous hum of bees. Afar, at a bend of 
the stream, an angler might stand watching 
his quill, with his head and shoulders 
mirrored in the clear water — so exquisite 
the counterfeit that one might easily 
make a parable out of it, and sermonise 
slumberously, as befitted the drowsy in- 
fluence of the hot day, on those illusions 
of life which mock the heart they mislead 
in its search after truth. 

Once, when Holdsworth was taking Nelly 
home, after a long rest on the river's edge, 
he met Mr. Conway, who stared very 
hard, but passed on without addressing 
the child. Nelly drew close to Holdsworth 
when she saw the man. 

Holdsworth knew Conway perfectly well 

by sight now. The dentist had repeatedly 

passed the window at which Holdsworth 
VOL. ni. L 



146 JOHN HOLBSWOBTE. 

stationed himself on the look-out for Nelly ; 
and of late, it might have been noticed, 
he would glance with no imfriendly expres- 
sion towards Mrs. Parrot's old-fashioned 
house. 

, His walk, when he did not actually reel, 
as he very often did, might have been 
studied with some disgust as an illustration 
of character. It was a species of gliding 
movement, such as a man might be sup- 
posed to adopt, whose self-abasement he 
himself holds irrevocable, and who has 
made up his mind no longer to walk, but 
to sneak through life. The influence of 
importunate creditors might be marked 
in the quick, furtive glancing of the eye, 
that wandered from side to side and 
challenged every individual it rested upon. 
One half-dulled perception of his social 
obligations might yet linger; or perhaps it 
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"Was an innate love of dress which, from 
being a vice in prosperity, would degenerate 
into a kind of sickly virtue in poverty, 
that gave him an indescribable air of 
seedy jauntiness, tilting his soiled hat, 
swathing his neck in a bright kerchief, 
and furnishing his body with a small- 
waisted frock-coat. 

It was very natural that Mrs. Parrot's 
lodger should be somewhat of a mystery 
to him. Having no liking for children 
himself, but, on the contrary, a rather 
decided aversion to them, he could not 
imderstand what this Mr. Hampden saw in 
Nelly to make him so prodigal in his 
gifts, so eager for her society. 

Who VKLS he? As Mrs. Parrot made a 
point of avoiding him, he could not very 
well question her about her lodger; but 
since she was the only person iQ Hanwitch 

l2 
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who was likely to know anything about 
him, he got one of her tradesmen to cross- 
examine her. But this rtise resulted in 
little. All that Mrs. Parrot could tell was, 
that her lodger s name was Hampden, that 
he was a gentleman with rather queer 
habits, and that he seemed to have lots of 
money. 

It was something to find out that he had 
lots of money. 

On the strength of this Mr. Conway 
suddenly discovered Nelly to be a very 
interesting child, and never seemed more 
pleased than when she was over the way 
at Mrs. Parrot's. 

The fact was, the dentist had an idea» 
It was a small, contemptible, tricky idea,, 
such as poverty and drink would beget 
between them. He kept it to himself 
and waited* 
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Dolly, of course, was deeply gratified by 
Mr. Hampden's aflfection for her child. 
At first her curiosity had been morbidly 
excited by this stranger. Something there 
had been in his voice which stirred memory 
to its centre : and the strange, baffling, 
elusive thoughts it had induced kept her 
spiritless and nervous for some days after 
the interview between them. Twice she 
dreamed of the husband she believed dead. 
The dream, in both instances, was perplexed, 
and left no determinable impression ; but 
its iteration increased her melancholy, 
and made memory painful and impor- 
tunate. 

She accounted for her feelings by re- 
ferring them to the recollections which 
had been abruptly renewed — dragged, so 
to say, from the grave in which they lay 
hidden ; and this clue being put into her 
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hand, left her easy as to the rodson d'^re 
of her depr^^on. 

Indeed, no sospicion of this stranger's 
identity with Holdsworth could have entered 
her mind without being instantly followed 
by conviction. The thought never occurred 
to her: how could it? She believed him 
dead, and the permanent habit of this 
belief took the quality of established proof 
of his death. 

But even if she hg^d doubted his death; 
if ever she had cherished the hope that 
he would one day return to her — a hope 
she had h^ld to passionately for awhile, 
but which had dropped dead out of her 
heart when she gave her hand to Mr. 
Conway — no memory that she had of him 
would admit the possibility of the change 
that had been wrought in him. 

There was a sign to be made — a look, a. 
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smile, a whisper — ^which would flash per- 
ception into her, knit into compact form 

« 

the thoughts which his voice had troubled, 
and confess him her husband, though 
hollow-faced and wan ; though stricken as 
with age; though presenting the inefface- 
able memorials qf grievous torture. 

But, until this sign should be made, he 
must bq a stranger to her ; a puzzle, 
perhaps ; a man of eccentric habits, and 
of an odd and striking aspect — ^but not 
her husband. 

Nor, strange as his suddenly-acquired 
affection for Nelly might seem to others, 
could it come to her as a surprise. The 
mother's vanity would easily account for 
the pleasure her little daughter gave to 
the lonely man. 

Once, when Mrs. Parrot, meeting her in 
the road, said that " It did seem strange 
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that a man an' a child, as had niver set 
eyes on each other before, should love each 
other in the way Mr. Hampden and Miss 
Nelly did : " Dolly answered, " Yes ; but 
though I am her mother, yet I must say 
that Nelly is a pretty and very winning 
child, and there is nothing uncommon in 
strangers taking a fancy to children." 

No; that was quite true, Mrs. Parrot 
answered ; and told a story of a rich lady 
admiring a little beggar girl in the street; 
and how the rich lady took the wench into 
her carrich, and got the parients' leaf to 
adopt her; and how the beggar girl came 
into the rich lady's fortin, and grew up 
into a stately an' 'aughty woman, an' 
married a lord, she did, as was beknown 
to many. 

" It 'ud be a comfortin' thing to you, 
ma'am, don't you think, if Mr. Hampden 
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was tx> adopt your little gal. It 'ud be a 
relief to your feelings, wouldn't it?" Mrs, 
Parrot said. 

If some half-formed thought, bearing a 
resemblance to Mrs. Parrot's view, had 
flitted across Dolly's mind, let us not marvel. 
Never was her mood sadder, never was her 
secret grief sharper, than when her child's 
future formed the subject of her thoughts. 
Who would give Nelly a home if she died ? 
Who would love the little thing ; rear her 
in the knowledge of God, of her broken- . 
hearted mother, of her poor drowned 
father ? 

** I could not part with her, Mrs. Parrot ; 
she is the only link that binds me to by- 
gone happy days. I could not spare her. 
My life would be too lonely for me to 
support it. But I often pray to God that 
she may find a friend — such a friend as 
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I am sure Mr. Hampden would make her 
— when I am dead/' 

This hope — that Mr. Hampden would 
prove that friend — ^was the real source of 
the comfort that filled her heart each time 
she saw her little girl trip across to Mis. 
Parrot's house. 

She seldom saw Holdsworth. Sometimes 
she thought he avoided her. Twice, when 
she was leaving or returning to her house, 
she saw him in the porch, and each time 
he hastily withdrew, when she would have 
crossed over to speak to him. On rare 
occasions she met him coming from the 
town. Once he raised his hat and passed 
on : once she went up to him to thank 
him for his kindness to Nelly. He answered 
her hurriedly, speaking with an effort, and 
terminated the interview almost abruptly 
by bowing and leaving her. Then, again^ 
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his voice aflfected her powerfully. She 
stopped ajid looked after him ; and went 
on her way, brooding, with a little frown 
of anxious, painfid thought. 

On his part, the weight of his secret, 
when they thus met, face to face, was in- 
supportable. The wild rush of impulse, 
combated by inflexible resolution, created 
a conflict in his breast beyond his capacity 
of endurance. He could not have pro- 
longed a conversation with her. It was 
shocking to feel himself unknown : it was 
shocking to feel that he might betray him- 
self. But he could watch her from his 
window. He knew now her hours of going 
and coming, and would station himself 
behind the curtain, and follow her with 
exquisite tenderness in his eyes, and sad- 
ness, crueller than words can tell, in his 
heart. 
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How was this all to end ? 

Here was the thought that now tormented 
him. Six weeks had passed since he came 
to Hanwitch. He was living frugally, 
indeed ; and of the money he had brought 
with him from Australia a large portion still 
remained. But his few hundred pounds 
made a very slender capital; and when they 
were spent, what then ? 

He knew very well that he could return 
to Sydney, that Mr. Sherman would 
welcome him back, and reinstate him in 
his old post. But the mere thought of 
leaving England was misery to him. 
Suppose, under any plea, he obtained Dolly's 
leave to take Nelly with him, could he part 
from Dolly? He might never see her again. 
Then let him think of her companion; of 
the sordid, hungry life he knew she was 
leading — knew, though he could devise no 
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expedient for reUeving her, that might not 
he resented as an affront and lose him 
NeUy's companionship. 

He would rather leave her in her grave 
than leave her as she was. 

K urgent distress should ever come upon 
her, he would be at kand to succour and 
support her. And that such urgent distress 
must come sooner or later — ^that the day 
sooner or later must arrive when she and 
her child would be without a home, he had 
but to watch the maundering man who 
passed his windows backwards and forwards 
day after day, aimless, sodden, and growing 
shabbier and shabbier every week in his 
appearance, to know. 



CHAPTER VIL 



A VISIT. 



How was Holdsworth to get a living ? For 
what was he fit ? He was a good clerk ; 
Mr. Sherman had called him so, at least; 
Hanwitch was a tolerably large place, and 
he ought to find no difficulty in obtaining 
employment At any rate, he must try. 

One morning he put on his hat and 
walked into the town. 

When he reached the High Street, he 
stopped and considered. 

There was a bank ; he could apply there. 
Then there was a brewery. If these failed, 
there '^remained an insurance office. 
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These represented polite avocations. 

There were shops in abundance, where 
men, better looking than he, smiled over 
counters, and carried parcels, and stood 
bare-headed on the pavement at carriage- 
doors. But Holdsworth was still too much 
the sailor at heart to tolerate the notion of 
shop-serving. He would start a little school 
rather than do that. And indeed school- 
keeping seemed more feasible than anything 
else. Mrs. Parrot's lodgings would serve 
him there ; boys would assemble by degrees ; 
and he could set and hear lessons, and teach 
writing and mathematics as well as any 
university man. 

Meanwhile, let him try the bank. 

It faced the market-place in the High 
Street, had a well-worn door-step and stout, 
noisy swinging doors. Holdsworth entered, 
and found himself in a badly-lighted oSiCe, 
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with a counter across it, behind which were 
three or four clerks. A man who looked a 
fourth-rate farmer was paying money in, 
and whilst he counted a great accumulation 
of greasy silver, wHch he had discharged 
in company with a number of soiled, in- 
fragrant cheques out of a leather bag, he 
paused at every twenty to submit an 
observation of a rural nature to the 
intelligence of an elderly personage with 
long whiskers, and a somewhat Hebraical 
cast of visage, behind the counter. 

The manager, for so the long-whiskered 
man was, observing Holdsworth to be 
a stranger, politely asked him his busi- 
ness. 

" Can I speak to the manager ? " 

"Certainly, sir; / am the manager. 
Walk this way, please." 

Saying which, the manager bustled im- 
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portantly into a back-room, and threw open 
a side door for Holdsworth to enter. 

** Pray be seated, sir. Nice weather." 

And the manager drew a chair to a desk, 
clasped his hands on a volume of interest- 
tables, and fixed his eyes on Holdsworth. 

" I have called to inquire if you are in 
want of a clerk," said Holdsworth. 

"I beg your pardon?" exclaimed the 
manager. 

Holdsworth repeated his remark, add- 
ing that he was in want of a situation, 
and would be glad to fill any vacancy 
there might be in the staff of the bank 
clerks. 

The manager, who had expected some- 
thing very different from this, got up 
instantly ; his business-smile vanished, he 
thrust his hands into his breeches pockets, 
and exclaimed : 

VOL. III. M 
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" Clerk, sir ! Who told you we wanted 
a clerk?" 

" Nobody. I have called here at my 
own suggestion." 

" God bless my heart 1 You are quite 
out of order, sir ! Really, these intrusions 
upon my time . . . . you should 
have explained your wish at the counter. 
When we want a clerk, we know where 
to find one, backed, sir, with first-class 
securities and influential recommenda- 
tions." 

" Then I have made a mistake, that's all," 
said Holdsworth, surveying the manager 
with great disgust ; and paying no further 
heed to the protests with which the other 
followed him to the door, he walked into 
the High Street. 

This summary treatment was enough to 
last him one day. His indignation yielded 
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to depression, and he returned slowly and 
moodily to his lodgings. 

This was the first time in his life he had 
■ever made an application for employment; 
and hifi reception, which was reaUy genteel 
and civil compared to the receptions ex- 
perienced by men, old and young, every 
day,, in search of work, at the hands of 
•employers, wounded his sensibility and 
filled him with a sense of degradation. 

He regained his lodgings, and en- 
deavoured to console himself with philo- 
sophy. 

But philosophy, says Eochefoucauld, 
triumphs over future and past ills ; but 
present ills triumph over philosophy. 

His sensibility did not smart the less 
because he reflected that hundreds of better 
men than himself had been insulted by 
rejections as ofiensive as that with which 

M 2 
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his inquiry had been encountered. Some- 
thing resembling the old spirit that had 
once made him catch hold of a big, hulking 
Irish sailor, and kick him clean off the fore- 
castle for striking a boy, rose ; and I really 
believe that, had that bank-manager pre-* 
sented his sharply-lined countenance at 
that moment, Holdsworth's fist would have 
considerably modified the Eastern expression 
that decorated it. 

Thoughts of something tender and in- 
nocent will often quell the stubbornest 
warmth. Holdsworth grew mild in a mo- 
ment when his mind went to little Nelly. 

" m try the brewery to-morrow," he 
said to himself; "and if that fails me, TD 
advertise for a situation ; and if nothing 
comes of that, Fll start a school." 

Thus thinking he walked to the window, 
hoping to see his child in the road. 
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Nobody was visible but the old politician 
with the inflamed face, who was pacing 
slowly along the pavement, his hands locked 
behind him, his eyes bent downwards, and 
his brow frowning grimly. Presently, 
Holdsworth knew, the other old politician, 
who lived at the comer house, would come 
out, and there would be much gesticula- 
tion, and violent declamation, and frequent 
pauses, and moppings of the forehead with 
red silk pocket-handkerchiefs. Rain had 
fallen in the night, and cleansed the little 
gardens in front of the villas of the three 
weeks' accumulation of dust that had 
settled upon them, and freshened up the 
leaves and grass. In the bit of groimd 
before Mrs. Parrot's house the flowers had 
withered on their stalks, but the shrubs 
still wore the bright greenness of summer; 
the soil was dark and rich with the grate- 
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fill moisture, and breathed a fragrance of 
its own upon the morning air. 

Holdsworth was about to quit the 
window when he caught sight of Mr. 
Conway coming out of his gate. He fell 
a step back, and watched the man from 
behind the curtain. Mr. Conway advanced 
a few yards along his own side of the road,, 
and then crossed, with his eyes fixed on 
Holdsworth's window. 

Was he coming to the house ? He 
moved softly and furtively,- and when he 
was abreast of Mrs. Parrot's gate, threw a 
glance behind him, pushed the gate open^ 
and knocked. 

As Holdsworth did not know the man 
to speak to, he did not for a moment 
suppose that this visit was meant for him. 
Much was he surprised, and even agitated,, 
when Mrs. Parrot came in and said that 
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Mr. Conway was in the passage, and would 
like to see him. 

The first idea that rushed into Holds- 
worth's head was, "I am known P 

But conjectures were out of the question, 
for the man was waiting. 

"Pray show Mr. Conway in,*' he said; 
and in Mr. Conway came. 

Holdsworth bowed, and so did the other, 
with a kind of spasmodic grace — a good 
bow spoiled by nervousness. He had 
dressed himself with care; he was cleanly 
shaved ; his hair was carefully brushed ; his 
shirt collars were white; and his boots 
shone. 

Holdsworth had never before seen him so 
close. The light from the window fell upon 
his face and showed the cobweb of veins in 
his eyes, the puffy whiteness of his skin, the 
blueness of his lips, the tinge of gleaming 
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ptuple about his nostrils, and all the other 
signals which the alcoholic fiend stamps 
upon the countenances of his votaries, so 
that, let them go where they wHl, they may 
be known and loathed by honest men as his 
adopted children. 

But he was sober now ; as sober as a man 
can be who has drank but a glass of ale 
since he left his bed, but whose flesh is 
soaked with the abomination of the taverns, 
and whose brain can never be steady for 
the fumes that rise incessantly into it. 

"Mr. Hampden, I believe V* he exclaimed 
in a creamy voice, standing near the door, 
which Mrs. Parrot had shut behind him, 
and twisting his hat in his hands. 

''Yes; pray be seated," replied Holds- 
worth, looking at him steadily, certain now 
that the object of this visit was not what he 
had imagined it. 
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Mr. Conway sat down, and put his hat on 
the floor. His embarrassment, when his 
business should come to be known, might 
show a possibility of redemption, or at 
least satisfy us that most of the bad 
qualities he was accredited with might have 
been absorbed into his nature with the 
drink he swallowed. No thoroughly bad 
man could feel the nervousness that dis- 
turbed him. 

" I have called, Mr. Hampden, to thank 
you for your kindness to my little step- 
daughter. Indeed, sir, both my wife and 
myself thoroughly appreciate your goodness. 
Believe us, we do.'' 

** Pray do not trouble to thank me. She 
is a sweet child, and it makes me happy to 
have her," answered Holdsworth, now at his 
«ase, and studying his visitor with curiosity 
and surprise. 
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" Ah ! she is indeed a sweet child. A 
perfect treasure to her mother, and quite 
a little sunbeam in my house — darkened, 
I regret to say, by misfortunes beyond my 
control to repair." 

" I am sorry to hear that." 

"I never can sufficiently deplore having 
adopted so ungrateful a vocation as dentistry. 
I was bom to better things, Mr. Hampden. 
My father had an influential position under 
Government ; but he died in poverty, and I 
was apprenticed by an uncle . . . pray 
forgive me. These matters cannot interest 
you. Privations press heavily upon a man 
at my time of life. Dentistry seems to fail 
me ; and yet, when I look around, I find no 
other calling which I am qualified to 
espouse." 

He siglied, and pulled out a pocket-hand- 
kerchief, with which he wiped his mouth. 
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Holdsworth was silent. 
** Poverty I could endure, were I alone . 
in the world/' continued Mr. Conway ; 

"but it is unendurable to me to witness 

ff 

the best of women and the dearest of little 
children in want. My poor wife does not 
complain ; but I witness her secret suffer- 
ings in her wasting form and irrepressible 
tears, and it goes to my heart, sir, to see 
her, and feel my miserable incapacity to 
relieve her." 

" Do you mean to say that she is actually 
in want ? " exclaimed Holdsworth, in a low 
voice. 

"Yes, sir; we all are. As I hope to 
be saved, I haven't more than two shillings 
in the wide world ! " 

"Have you no source of income outside 
your profession ? " 

" No. I did weU in the High Street ; 
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but I had many rivals and enemies, who 
spread lying reports about me, and lost 
me my best patients. Give a dog a bad 
name ! I left my establishment in the 
heart of the town, and came into this road 
because rent was cheap here; and God 
knows if I can tell how I have lived 
since,'' he cried passionately, his natural 
bad temper breaking through his aflfecta- 
tion of suffering and ill-treatment. "The 
pawnbroker has been my only friend ! Am 
I to sell the bed from under me? Oh, 
sir, I think of my wife, of my poor little 
child — ^for my child she is, if love can 
make her so — and the thought is death to 
me!" 

He flourished his handkerchief and looked 
piteously at Holdsworth. 

" How can I serve you ? " 

" Ah, sir ! " exclaimed Mr. Conway, 
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sinking his voice into a yet more whining 
note, the while a gleam entered into his 
eyes ; " what right have I to trespass 
upon the benevolence of a stranger? of a 
gentleman who has already placed me 
mider a thousand obligations by his kind- 
ness to my little daughter? I feel myself 
a wretch, sir, when I reflect upon the un- 
fortunate position I have placed my poor 
wife in. I was flourishing in those days ; 
I could have given — I did give her and 
her baby a good home. But what position 
is so secure that it can stand against the 
lies of rivalry and jealousy ? the slanderous 
reports of ruffians who make capital for 
themselves out of a neighbour's trifling 
errors, and — and — oh ! damn them ! " 

" How can I serve you ? " said Holdsworth, 
coming quietly back to the point, for he 
had heard enough of the man's character 
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to enable him to judge that all this hector- 
ing was no more than the studied gabble 
of fictitious sentiment. 

" If I dare name my wants to you, sir — 
if I dare presume upon that benevolence 
which you have so signally illustrated in 
your behaviour to little Nelly, I — I " 

"I am a poor man," said Holdsworth, 
as the other paused; ''and can Sflford but 
little. But that little is cheerfully at the 
service of your wife and child, who must 
not be allowed to want." 

He spoke emphatically, to let the man 
understand the purpose to which he intended 
his gift or loan should be applied. 

"But for that wife and child, sir," 
answered Mr. Conway, apparently strug- 
gling with his emotion, ^^ could I place 
myself in this position? Is there any 
personal necessity, however imperative. 



A VISIT. 175 



that would force me to lose sight of the 
pride which renders starvation preferable 
to alms-seeking, to the gentleman bom? 
No, sir," he continued, with an air of 
injured dignity, "poor as I am, I can still 
recognise the claims of my birth upon my 
actions ; and I repeat, that were it not for 
my wife and her little one, no affliction, 
iowever unsupportable, should oblige me 
to intrude even upon your benevolence." 

He pausfed, and seeing Holdsworth look 
impatient, exclaimed hurriedly : 

'* If ten pounds " and stopped. 

" You wish to borrow ten pounds ? " 

" Ah, sir, if I dare — 



}} 



** Of what service will so small a sum 
be to you?" 

The man looked struck ; Holdsworth had 
expected to hear a larger sum named, he 
thought. 
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"Ten pounds — ^to a poor man — ^to a 
poor family, sir, ten pounds is a great 
deal of money." 

"I will lend you ten pounds willingly, 
on condition that you spend it on your 
wife and Nelly." 

" Certainly, certainly," replied Mr. Con- 
way, meekly. "You may depend upon 
being repaid, if I have to pawn the shirt 
off my back to get the money." 

I suppose that this kind of security 
(generally offered by men who have not 
the least idea of repaying a loan), mupt be 
figurative — ^a poetical figure of debt. How 
far would the shirt off a man's back help 
the redemption of the debts borrowed on 
the strength of it? 

Holdsworth gave Mr. Conway two five- 
pound notes. The man took them eagerly, 
and whilst he buried them in his trousers' 



A VISIT. 177 



pocket, poured forth a profusion of 
thanks. 

" Does Mrs. Conway know of this 
visit ? " asked Holdsworth, stopping his 
noise. 

"No, sir; but, believe me, I shall not 
fail to acquaint her with your kindness," he 
answered, taking his hat and rising. 

Holdsworth's impulse was to request him 
not to speak to her of this gift — ^for loan it 
would be ridiculous to call it. But he 
checked himself with the consideration 
that, were Mr. Conway to break his word, 
Dolly would find food for dangerous ques- 
tioning in the request. 

He said, instead, "You will not forget 
the purpose for which I have lent you 
this money 1 " 

"Trust me, sir; trust me," murmured 
Mr. Conway, pressing his hat to his heart 

VOL. ni. N 
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" If you will give me ink and paper I wiE 
make you out an I U at once/' 

"Never mind that Nelly is a growing^ 
child, and requires nourishing food : devote 
the money to her and her mother, and you 
wUl make me grateful." 

He walked into the passage, and Mr^ 
Conway, bowing humbly, passed into the 
porch, where he stood a moment or two 
peeping at his house ; then, with another 
bow, hurried into the road, and vanished 
in the direction of the town. 

The poverty of the Conways, then, was 
unquestionable. Holdsworth had oftett 
speculated upon their position, but had 
never reached nearer to the mark than 
supposing that they lived from hand to* 
mouth, and just made shift to support the 
day that was passing over them. That they 
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were* actually ia waat^ actually destitute 
indeed, it had never enteiped hds^ mind to 
iaaagine. He believed Conway's story. 
And it was very certain that, if the man 
had no private means of his owh> he must 
be hopelessly poor^ for he made nothing 
by his profession* In aU the sis weeks 
that Holdsworth had been in Hanwitch he 
had not seen as mjEuny people call at 
Conway's house ; and of these, supposing 
them to- be patients, half of them had 
com£ away after speaking with the ser- 
vant, doubtless informed that master was 
out. 

But even guessing so much, Holdsworth 
guessed only half the truth : and it was 
well, perhaps, that he did not know aU, 
for grief muBt have mastered his judgment, 
and forced him into the confession which 
he. prayed, night and morning, for will to 

N 2 
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restrain. It was after dark always when 
Dolly, closely veiled, would creep down 
the road, with some little bundle under 
her shawl, for the pawnbroker, that she 
might obtain a trifle in order to furnish 
her child with a meal on the morrow. It 
was in the privacy of her own home that 
she laboured, as no menial ever will labour ; 
sitting up late, night after night, over the 
endless task of darning and mending her 
own and her child's shabby apparel ; often 
going supperless to bed, and waking to a 
day even more hopeless than the one that 
had preceded it. 

The devoted man, who would have given 
his life to win her happiness, knew nothing 
of aU this. Even his little child's dress 
told him no story, though a woman might 
have read a fuU and pathetic narrative of 
toil and poverty in the frock, turned and 
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re-tumed, mended, and patched, and darned 
again and again. 

Holdsworth seldom saw her now : yet, 
if ever she caught sight of him at his 
window, she had always a kindly smile, 
a grateful nod : and what with the shadow 
of her hat over her face, and the distance 
which softened the lines of care, grief, and 
weariness into the sweet and delicate effect 
of her beauty, he was ignorant of the serious 
and withering change that had taken place 
in her, even during the short time that 
had elapsed since they had last met and 
spoken in the High Street. 

Nelly came over to him at one o'clock, 
and he kept her to dinner. The child was 
hungry, and as he watched her eating, he 
thought of Dolly. 

"Has mamma got a good dinner to- 
day, darling?" 
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Tie little thing looked poizded; but 
upon Holdsworth repeating the question, 
answered '^ Noo." 

He thought she was mistaken^ since, 
after what Conway had told him, the 
man's first action, he believed, now that 
he had money in Ms pocket, would be 
to attend to his wife's necessities. But 
though he repeated his question in different 
shapes, the child invariaWy answered "Noo, 
mamn^ got no di.-dixu" 

"No dinner at all J Are you sure, my 
pet?" 

Yes, the child was sure, as sure ^is a 
child could be. 

Holdsworth sprang up and rang the bell, 
and entered the passage to await Mrs. 
Parrot. She came out of her kitch^i, 
and Holdsworth exclaimed^ mastering his 
agitation : 
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" I want to confer with you, Mrs, Paxrot. 
Nelly tells me that her mamma has no 
dinner to-day. Is this likely — ^is this 
possible, do you thiak ? " 

" Indeed, sir, since you ask me, I do 
then, and God forgi' me for thinkin' the 
worst," answered Mrs. Parrot. 

"But," cried Holds worth, "I gave Mr. 
Conway ten pounds this morning, stipu- 
lating that he should spend it on his wife 
and child !" 

" He ! " exclaimed Mrs. Parrot, almost 
Bavagely. "The wretch! ten pounds! he'll 
spend it all i' liquor ! Oh, sir, why didn't 
you give it to the poor lady ? " 

" Yes — I ought to have done so," replied 
Holdsworth, clasping his hands. " But how 
<50uld I — ^what excuse could I have found 
for sending it to her ? Oh, Mrs. Parrot ! 
something must be done, I can't bear to 
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think of the poor lady actually dinnerless. 
What can we contrive ? Remember — she 
is a lady — ^we must be careful." 

"To think of your lending ten pounds 
to that villin!" cried Mrs. Parrot, whose 
mind was staggered by the munificence of 
the sum and the artfulness of the man in 
obtaining it. "I niver heerd of such a 
thing ! And was that his reason for callin' ? 
If I'd ha' only known his object, I'd ha' 
sent him packin' with his blarney, wouldn't 
I?" 

" What do you advise ? " said Holds- 
worth, eagerly. 

"Well, sir, I'm sure I don't know what 
to say. She is a lady, and it wouldn't do 
to send her butchers' meat across, would 
it ? I'll teU you what we could do, sir ; 
I could kill one o' my fowls and leave 
it with my compliments, pretending 
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I had killed some yesterday, and wished 
her, as a neighbour, to taste my fattening." 

" That will do ! But, instead of killing 
your fowls, take this half-sovereign and 
run at once to a poulterer's, and buy a 
couple of pullets. You can then take them 
across, and she will suppose they are your 
own rearing. Will you do this ? " 

" With the greatest of pleasure, sir ; and 
I'm sure you must have a very kind heart to 
take so much interest in poor folks." 

And Mrs. Parrot ran off for her bonnet, and 
was presently hurrying down the road with 
a market-basket on her arm, and her untied 
bonnet-strings streaming over her shoulders. 

Holdsworth waited impatiently for her 
return, whilst Nelly, who had finished 
dinner, toddled about the room, gazing 
with round earnest eyes into the recesses, 
and the cupboards, and at the shepherds 
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on the mantelpiece, and the yellow roses 
on the mat. 

In ten minutes' time Mrs. Parrot came 
badk with her face flushed with the heat 
and exercise, and darted into the house 
as though she had swept half a jeweller's 
shop into her basket and was flying for 
dear life. 

" There, sir, what do you think of these?" 
she exclaimed, dragging a pair of hand- 
somely-floured pullets out of the basket 
and holding them at arm's length, as though 
they were a parr of ear-rings. "Aren't 
they beauties, sir ? " 

**How can I send them across? Will 
you take them ? " 

"Oh yes. I can jest leave 'an at the 
door wi' Mrs. Parrot's compliments. Shell 
be sure to guess that they're my rearin', 
and save me from an untruth, though my 
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religion is none so fine, thank God, that I 
should be afeard to tell a kind o' white lie 
to help any poor creature as wanted." 

She tfasen examined the pullets attentively, 
to make sure that there w^e no trade-marks 
upon them in the shape of tickets, adjusted 
her bonnet, wiped her face, and walked 
across the road. 

Holdsworth waited in the passage until 
she returned. She was absent a few 
minutes, and then came back smiling, 
with the lid of the badcet raised to let 
Holdsworth see that it was empty. 

" Did you see Mrs. Conway ? " 

" No, sir, I wouldn't ask for her," replied 
Mrs, Parrot, wiping her feet on the door- 
mat. " I jest says to the gal, * Give this 
h-ere to your missis with my compliments, 
and tell her that they're ready for cookin' 
at once, as they're been killed long enough.' 
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I niver see any gal look like that wench did 
when she took the puUets. I thought she'd 
ha' fainted. She turned as pale as pale, 
and then she grinned slow-like, and then 
laughed wi' a sound for all the world like 
the squeak of a dog that's smotherin' under 
a cushion. Here's your change, sir. 
PuUets, six shillin', and one is seven, and 
two is nine, and two sixpences makes it 
right. Will you please to count it ? " 

Holdsworth thanked her, and returned 
to the sitting-room with a relieved mind. 
But scarcely was he seated when Mra. 
Parrot knocked on the door, and mysteri- 
ously beckoned him into the passage. 

" I forgot to say, sir, that I ast the gal 
before coming away if her master was in, 
and she said 'No.' I says, * When will he be 
in ? She says, ' I don't know, missis ; he 
went out this momin', an' he's not been 
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back since/ Mark what I say, sir 1 " added 
Mrs. Parrot, raising an emphatic forejfinger, 
" he'll not give a penny o' that money to his 
poor wife, but jest keep away from her till 

X 

he's drunk it all out." 

Accompanying which prophecy with 
many indignant nods, she walked defiantly 
towards the kitchen. 

The idea of Dolly's miserable position, 
never before impressed upon him as it had 
been that day, made Holdsworth wretched. 
He seated himself at the window and stared 
gloomily and sadly into the road. Nelly 
came to him and tried to coax him to play 
with her, but he had no heart even to meet 
the little creature's sweet entreating eyes 
with a smile. He caught her up, pressed 
her to him, and kissed her again and again, 
while the hot tears rolled down his thin face. 

Never before was his impulse to tell Dolly 
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who he was and snatch her from the 
misery, the unmeet sorrow that encompassed 
her, so powerfuL Love and pity strove 
with the dread of dishonouring her by the 
revelation. Could he endure to think that 
this delicate, gentle girl was linked to a man 
who neglected her, who might even ill- 
treat her, who at that moment might be 
squandering the money that had been given 
him on his own gross appetites, without 
thought of the wife and child wanting bread 
at home ? What must be the issue of such 
a life if it were permitted to endure? 
Sooner or later Holdsworth must avow 
himself to save her and his child from that 
uttermost degree of ruin and misery to 
which Conway was dragging them. 

He had hoped to devote his life to them. 
His dream had been that Conway's character 
was not irretrievably bad, that kindly 
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entreaty, cordial advice, and pecuniary 
help might bring him to a knowledge of his 
folly and set him once more on the high- 
road to respectability. Such a redemption 
would have been Holdsworth's sacrifice ; 
but his own happiness was as nothing in 

« 

hi& eyes compared to Dolly's. Faithfully 
would he have performed his duty to her, 
nobly would he have vindicated his own 
most honourable, most exalted devotion, 
could he have reclaimed this erring man 
and taught him to give his wife as much 
happiness as it was possible for a heart that 
ceaselessly mourned a dead love, to know. 
Thus he could have been his Dolly's good 
angel, and whilst God permitted him, have 
kept watch over her and her child, dead 
to her belief, but active as the holiest love 
could make life in his helpful secret 
guardianship. 
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He perceived the vanity of that hope 
now, and yet despairingly clung to it, 
because, if he surrendered it, he felt that 
he must confess himself, and from this he 
shrank as from a deed that would inflict 
a deeper degradation upon her, while 
Conway lived, than any she could suffer 
from her husband's behaviour. 

One must either entirely sympathise with 
his profound susceptibility of the obligation 
his supposed death had forced upon him 
to fulfil, or ridicule him as a man absurdly 
fantastical in his views of morality. There 
seems no middle standpoint to judge him 
from. 

But unless there be too much austerity 
in his virtue to make it admirable, then, to 
properly appreciate it, we must remember 
the extraordinary tenderness of his nature, 
his exquisite sensibiHty, which shrank from 
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the mere thought of tarnishing the pure 
honour of the woman he loved. 

That he believed her honour would • be 
tarnished were he to proclaim himself in 
the lifetime of her present husband, was 
enough; and whether he was right or 
wrong; whether he was correct in holding 
the obligations of the marriage service holy, 
binding, and to be disturbed only at the 
risk of Gk)d's wrath, when incurred with a 
spotless conscience, when entered upon in 
innocence and good faith ; or whether he 
should have regarded the marriage-service 
as a mere civil convention which made 
his wife his property, claimable by him on 
the common ground of the law of priority, 
without reference to any action she might 
have committed in honest belief that he 
was dead; one thing we must allow him 
— ^an unparalleled quality of unselfishness, 

VOL. III. 
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the existence of which, while it attested 
the sincerity of his views (since he had 
his 'heart's deepest affections to lose and 
nothing to gain by retaining them), ele- 
vated his conduct to the highest point of 
heroism. 

Nelly had never before found him un- 
willing to. romp with her ; when he raised 
his head she watched his face with a 
strange, wistful look, and putting her finger 
to his cheek, said : 

"Whydo'oocry?" 

He forced a smile for answer, caressed 
her, and then placed her on the ground^ 
thinking she was weary of sitting. But she 
climbed upon his knee again, and repeated 
her question with great earnestness : 

'' Why do 'oo ciy ? " 

" Because I am silly and weak, my little 
one. I am forgetting that there is a good 
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and just God over me, who will hear my 
prayers and help me, as He before did, 
when I was alone on the wide sea." 

He said this aloud, but spoke rather to 
himself than to the child. 

" Dod loves Nelly," said the little thing, 
" and Nelly loves 'oo. Nelly kiBs 'oo." 

That was all the comfort she could give 
him ; but it fell tenderly on his ear. He 
kissed her gratefully, rocking her gently 
to and fro in his arms with his eyes on her 
face. She soon, however, rebelled against 
an attitude which crippled her limbs, and 
slipped on to the floor, and to amuse her 
he gave her a book with pictures in it, 
which she examined gravely, talking to 
herself as little children and aged people 
do. 

In this manner the afternoon passed; but 
never was Holdsworth more depressed. 
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more restless, filled with more nameless 
anxieties and misgivings. 

Apart from all moral considerations. Ids 
future was terribly uncertain. 

Suppose the Conways left the town? 
He must follow them, for he could not 
bear the separation; and what would they 
think of his pursuit ? Suppose all his 
efforts to obtain a living failed, what 
should he do ? 

At five o'clock Mrs. Parrot came in to 
put on Nelly's hat: that was the regular 
hour at which the little girl was sent home 
by HoldswortL 

"My apron is dirty," said the worthy 
woman, "so I'll not go across with you, 
my dear. But I'll watch from the porch 
until I see you safe in." 

So, receiving a kiss and a piece of ginger- 
bread from Holdsworth, the child toddled 
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into the road, and when she was inside the 
gate, where her mother would see her, Mrs. 
Parrot closed the door and went back to her 
ironing in the kitchen. 



CHAPTER VIII. 



THE KNOT IS CUT. 



A STORM broke over Hanwitch that night 
and left behind it a strong wind which 
swept up great masses of clouds; and the 
morning sunshine streamed and darkened 
in quick alternations, and made the air 
lively with the movement of shadow. 

Holdsworth, deeply disturbed by con- 
flicting anxieties, had slept but little, and 
at eight o'clock left his bed and started 
for a walk before breakfast, hoping that 
the breeze which thundered about the house 
would freshen and inspirit him. 
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Gaining the High Street, he turned to the 
left and walked along a narrow pathway 
that took him through the fields to Maldon 
Heights, as the hiU that overlooked Han- 
intch was called. He climbed the grassy 
.slope and stood awhile on the summit, 
'drinking in the hooting wind and watching 
the fluctuating scene that ran from his feet 
to the horizon. The oats and barley in 
many fields were not yet cut ; and it was a 
.sight to see them breaking into wide spaces 
of delicate gold under the sun and growing 
gray again as the cloud-shadows sailed over 
them. When the sunshine lingered awhile, 
these fields seemed to reflect the shadows 
which had passed, for the wind rushed like 
a dark arm along them, and pressed the 
^aceful grain into the likeness of a wave, 
which swept forwards with swiftness, 
making the fields. dark where it ran. The 
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farther trees appeared to hold steady under 
the breeze ; but there were nearer trees 
which swayed their branches in wild gesti- 
culations of entreaty, and flogged the wind 
as it roared among them, bearing away 
trophies of green leaves and broken twigs. 
The birds breasted the gale with short 
flights, or turned and yielded to the 
invisible power with small cries. Every 
object the eye rested on appeared in motion, 
so lively was the effect of the cloud shadows 
upon the houses and the weight of the 
wind upon the surrounding country. 

It was a morning to clear the most 
hypochondriacal mind of despondency, and 
Holdsworth felt its cheerful influence as he 
stood exposed to the swinging rush of 
warm air, and watched nature dancing to 
the tunes sung by the wind as it swept 
through the sky. 
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He had made up his mind to call at the 
brewery that morning, and he . took a look 
at it as he passed the street in which it 
stood on his way home. The gaol-like 
building, with the steam about its windows 
resembling rich London fog, which refused 
either to stop in or go away, was scarcely 
calculated to improve his hopes. Big beef- 
faced men in aprons rolled huge casks out 
of a courtyard into a cellar filled with saw- 
dust, damp, and gloom; the throb of the 
engine could be heard distinctly, and the 
wind that blew out of the street came in 
agitated, disordered puffs, as though the 
smell of the beer had made it rather drunk. 

Holdsworth shook his head as he passed 
on. It struck him that there would be 
little chance of his getting employment in 
that steaming, panting, perspiring quarter ; 
and that he would be acting more wisely 
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if, instead of challenging rudeness by per- 
sonal inquiries at places where nobody 
wanted him, he spent a few shillings in 
advertising for a situation. 

Determining to do this, he made what 
haste he could back to his lodgings, mean- 
ing there and then to manufacture an 
advertisement. 

He entered his sitting-room, rang the 
bell to let Mrs. Parrot know he had re- 
turned, and sat himself down to consider 
the terms in which he should make his 
wants known. 

"What would you like for breakfast, 
sir ? " said Mrs. Parrot, opening the doOr. 

"Oh, anything you please. A new-laid 
egg if you can find me cme." 

"Yes, sir. I took four beauties out just 
now. Have you heard the news, sir ? " 

" No. What news ? " 
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"Well, sir, it's what I alius thought 
must happen; and day after day I've bin 
expectin' it, as mother '11 bear me out. 
They've got the brokers in at the Con- 
ways." 

" The brokers ! " exclaimed Holdsworth, 
turning round in his chair quickly. 

" Yes, sir. Their gal told the milkman 
just now, as giv' me the news. And what's 
wuss — ^leastways some might call it wuss, 
though I should consider it a. good job 
myself if I was his wife — Mr. Conway 
hasn't been home all night 1 " 

" The villain ! " exclaimed Holdsworth 
through his teeth. And then he jumped 
up and began to pace the room excitedly. 

'" Stop ! " he cried, observing that Mrs. 
Parrot was about to withdraw, ''Are you 
sure this news is true ? " 

"Oh, I've no doubt of it, sir. When 
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the milkman told me, I was jest goin' to 
run across and see the poor lady, and 
then I says to myself, 'What use can I 
be to her?'" 

"I may be of some use, though," inter- 
rupted Holdsworth. "Never mind about 
my breakfast just yet. When did the man 
enter the house to take possession ? " 

"Last night, sir, the gal told the 
milkman." 

" Great heaven I And has she been alone 
all night ? " He stopped short, seized his 
hat, and, brushing past Mrs. Conway, 
went quickly out of the house. 

Mrs. Parrot watched him from the porch, 
lost in amazement. 

He pushed open the gate, marched up 
to the door, and knocked loudly. His 
mood was one of deep excitement. The 
sense of the crushing misery that had 
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fallen upon Dolly had given a poignancy 
to feeling that set all self-control at 
defiance. 

The door was opened by the servant, and 
out with her came a smell of strong 
tobacco smoke. 

" Is Mr. Conway in ? " 

"No, sir, he ain't," answered the girl, 
looking behind her and then at Holds- 
worth, with a scared face. 

" Where's your mistress ? " 

"In the parlour, sir." 

"I should like to see her." 

"She's not wisible. She's in grief, and 
ain't to be seen." 

" Go and tell her that Mr. Hampden has 
called and would like to say a word to her." 

" I don't think—" 

" Do what I tell you 1 " exclaimed Holds- 
worth. 
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The girl slouched backwards and poshed 
her head into the parlour-door. 

'*She ain^t here. Shes gone upstairs,'' 
said she, and upstairs she went, slapping 
the staircase with her shoes as she went. 

An individual with a round red face, 
a whitii hat, a spotted shawl, a coat nearly 
to his ankles, a long waistcoat, and a black 
clay pipe in his mouth, lounged elegantly 
out of the room which Mr. Conway' had 
callcul his " Surgery " at the end of the 
passage, and leaning collectedly against 
the door, nodded familiarly to Holdsworth, 
took his pipe from his mouth, expectorated, 
and said "Morning/' 

"Good morning. Are you the man 
in possession ? " replied Holdsworth. 

The individual nodded and replaced his 
pipe, 

" When did you come ? " 
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" Last night," answered the man in a 
thick voice. "And a werry queer look- 
out it is. Blowed if theyVe got any 
butter in this house ? " 

" What is the amount of the debt ? " 

"Twenty-three pun four and seven 
pence/' said the man, removing his 
pipe to expectorate again. "Are you a 
creditor ? " 

"No," answered Holdsworth, listening 
for Dolly's footsteps. 

"Then if you vent on your bended 
knees for gratitood you vouldn't be over- 
doin' it," said the man, giving Holdsworth 
a sagacious nod. "There ain't above ten 
pound in the house, and not that. Cast 
yer eye into that parler. The best of the 
goods is there, and if you can make three 
pound out of 'em. 111 swaller my pipe." 

And then an idea smiting him : 
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"You ain't come to have a tooth 
drawed, have yer ? " 

"No." 

" Vot's your opinion of tooth-drawin' ? " 
inquired the man confidentially, retiring 
and reappearing again, holding up a pair 
of forceps. " Ain't it rayther a queer go, 
don't you think ? I knew a barber as 
drawed teeth. He never used nothing of 
this kind. Vot do you think he did ? 
Bust me if he doesn't set you in a chair, 
fastens a bit o' vire to the tooth as is to 
come out, and ties t'other end of the vire 
to the leg of a table. Ven all's ready, 
*Mind yer eye' he sings out, ups with 
a razor, rushes at yer makin' horrible 
mouths, up jumps you, avays you run, 
and leaves your tooth behind yer ! " 

He gargled an asthmatical laugh, adding : 
" That's vot I call a sensible vay of drawin' 
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a tooth ; no bits of cold iron shoved into 
yer mouth as if yer tongue vas hair and 
vanted curling." 

"Please, sir, will you step into the par- 
lour and sit down," said the girl, thrusting 
her head over the banisters and calling to 
Holdsworth. " Missis '11 be with yer in a 
minute." 

He entered the wretched little parlour, 
while the " man in possession " retreated to 
the surgery arm-chair, and sat severely 
contemplating some unfinished teeth on the 
table in front of him. 

In a few moments Holdsworth heard 
footsteps outside, and Dolly came in, hold- 
ing Nelly's hand. She was terribly pale, 
with a look of terror and exhaustion on her 
face painful to see. There was an im- 
natural sleepless brilliancy in her eyes that 
heightened her worn, hopeless expression. 
VOL. ni. p 
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She had thrown an old shawl over her 
shoulders, and through the portion of the 
fair skin of the neck that was exposed the 
veins showed dark. The hand she gave to 
Holdsworth was like a stone. 

He was so overcome by the sight of her 
misery, that for some moments he could not 
speak. The child came up to him and 
rubbed her cheek against his hand. 

"This is kind, very kind of you, Mr. 
Hampden," she exclaimed in a low, faint 
voice, sinking upon the sofa and shivering 
as she hugged the shawl about her 
shoulders. 

** You are in great distress, I fear. I only 
heard the news just now. I came over to 
you at once," he answered tremuloiely, the 
fierce beating of his heart sounding an echo 
through his voice. 

"It is what I have been daily expecting 
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for many months — ^for many bitter, cruel 
months!" she exclaimed. " It has come at 
last. We are homeless now. And my hus- 
band, who ought to be at my side, has left 
me. He was away all day yesterday and 
last night. Oh God! what a night it has 
been ! " she moaned, rocking herself to 
and fro. 

" Don't say you are homeless," he cried; 
** you "have a friend. Let me be your friend. 
Mrs. Parrot shall give you a home for the 
present . . if you will accept it." 

She looked at him with stupefied eyes as 
one who doubts her senses, then said : " We 
have no claim upon you. Oh ! how noble- 
hearted! Nelly, Nelly, come to me, come 
to me 1 " 

The child ran to her mother, and, being 
frightened by the passionate despair in her 
voice, hid her face in her lap and burst into 

p 2 
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tears. .But Dolly's eyes remained dry — ^lost 
nothing of their wild brilliancy. She 
dragged her child to her, and swayed to 
and fro with tearless sobs that shook and 
convulsed her. 

"I have deserved this," she presently 
moaned. "I was faithless to the truest 
love God ever blessed a woman with. 
Why was he taken from me ? My child 
was starving, and the sight of her wasted 
body drove me mad with grief. I never 
loved Mr. Conway — he knew it . . . 
He has left me ! Oh ! he is a coward to 
leave me ! What am I to do ? I am a 
lonely woman — I iave this child to feed 
and clothe — I have not a relative to turn 
to — ^and now we are homeless! Oh God! 
this is too much, too much ! " 

She hid her feee in her child a hair. 

Nothing but the dread that the truth, at 
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that moment, might kill her to hear, pre- 
vented him, as he listened to her heart-broken 
words, from kneeling to her and calling 
her wife. He watched her with a strange 
steadfastness of gaze, and with a face more 
bloodless than hers. The impulse to avow 
himself had recoiled and driven the blood to 
his heart ; a faintness overcame him, but he 
battled with the deadly weakness, and the 
better to do so, rose and strode across the 
room and stood near his wife and child, 
looking down upon them. 

"I will help you to the utmost of 
my power," he said, speaking slowly, and 
with a difl&culty that presently passed. 
"Whilst I live, neither you nor your 
child will be friendless. Trust me, and 
make me happy by knowing me to be 
your friend." 

She raised her feverishly-lighted eyes, 
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and said in a quick, febrile' whisper : " You: 
cannot take the burden of the three of us. 
upon yourself/' 

" No ! I would not raise a finger to- 
serve your husband now. He has money,, 
but he left you in want all day yesterday, 
and you have been alone through the 
night . . But I wiU befriend you and 
your child. Whatever I can do shall be 
done. I am not rich — ^I would to God I 
were, for your sake. Were I to pay this 
debt, I should only delay the loss of your 
furniture for a few days ; others would come, 
and I should not have the money to deal 
with them.*' 

" What am I to do ? *' she wailed, clinging 
to her child. 

"Mrs. Parrot's house will be your home 
for the present We must wait until we 
get news of Mr. Conway.'* 
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" Oh, Mr. Hampden, is he not cruel to 
have left me in this position ! No one 
knows but God what I have endured during 
the last year ! When I was battling with 
poverty alone I wa« happier and richer. 
My memories were fresh and pure, my 
conscienoe was clear, but I sacrificed them 
for Nelly's sake, and now I am deserted 
and the most miserable woman in the 
whole world 1" 

She broke into a long piteous cry, but 
no teats came into her eyes. 

"Let me take you at once from this 
wretched home. Come ! '' 

He went to the door and held it open. 
Dolly stared around her like a sieger 
suddenly aroused, and then rose with the 
child in her arms. Holdsworth called to 
the servant and told her to fetch her 
mistress's hat. The "man in possession'' 
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lotmged out of the back room and stared 
with a dry smile. 

" Goin' ? " he asked. 

Holdsworth did not answer him. The 
weight of the child was too great for the 
half-fainting mother, who tottered as she 
stood. Holdsworth took Nelly from her 
and placed her on the ground* 

"You ain't a goin', missis, are yer?" 
said the servant, handing Dolly the hat, 
and whimpering. 

" Yes," replied Holdsworth ; " and if Mr. 
Conway should call, tell him that his wife 
is at Mrs. Parrot's." 

" Oh, mum, I don't like to be left alone 
with that man 1 " cried the servant, looking 
down the passage. 

"Vy not?" said the man. "If you're 
all goin', who's to cook my wittles, I should 
like to know ? " 
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" 711 not stop ! " exclaimed the girl. 
** I wouldn't trust myself anear him." 

"You're free to stop or go, as you 
please," said Holdsworth, giving her some 
money. 

" Then I ain't to be paid out arter all ? " 
exclaimed the man, striking a match, and 
holding it flaming in one hand and his 
pipe in the other. 

" Not by me," answered Holdsworth, 
opening the hall-door. 

He took Nelly's hand and gave Dolly 
his arm. She drew a long quivering sob 
as she passed through the garden; and 
then, seeing some inquisitive faces staring 
over the wire-blinds in the opposite house, 
hung her head and stepped out quickly, 

Mrs. Parrot hearing them come in, ran out 
of the kitchen, and stood looking from one to 
the other of them in mute astonishment. 
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"Mrs. Conway will make a temporary 
home of your house, Mrs. Parrot/* said 
Holdsworth. "Tou will kindly prepare 
a bed-room for her and Miss Nelly, and 
place your drawing-room at her dis- 
posal" 

Dolly had sunk into a chair. He poured 
out some wine and held it to her, but she 
waved it away, striving to suppress her 
sobs. 

" Oh, ma'am, pray don't take on so," cried 
Mrs. Parrot, going up to her. "Things '11 
come right, ma'am. You'll be heasy an' 
comfortable here." 

Holdsworth knelt on a chair beside her, 
holding the wine. Oh, it was hard that 
he could not take her to his heart and 
whisper the word that would change all 
her anguish into joy. But if ever the 
barrier that was raised between them had 
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been felt, it was felt by him then. Her 
honour now, more than ever it had been, 
was become peculiarly his care. The sense 
of her being another's, that his own claims 
were as naught in the presence of her 
belief that she was Conway's wife, was 
never before so sharply felt. Her misery 
had given her in his eyes a sanctity that 
made his yearning love sacrilegious. 
Humility conquered emotion, and he 
crept away from her side, and stood 
looking at her from a distance, holding 
Nelly's hand. 

Meanwhile, Mrs. Parrot's fingers were 
busy with Dolly's hat strings and the 
shawl over her shoulders, and she mur- 
mured incessantly aU manner of kindly 
sentences, of which their extreme triteness 
as consolatory axioms was greatly qualified 
by her motherly manner. 
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*' There, my dear/' she exclaimed, laying 
the hat upon the table, " drink a little wine: 
you'll be better presently. Life's full 
o' troubles, God knows ! and there are 
husbands in this world as is enough to 
make a woman forget her sect and strike 
'em. But a friend, ma'am, is as good as 
sunshine to a ifrost-bitten man, and I'm 
sure you've got a good and kind one in 
Mr, Hampden." 

" It's my husband's desertion," cried 
Dolly, " that I think of. I don't mind the 
loss of my home. But to think of his 
deserting me and my little one when he 
could not know that I had a firiend — ^when 
I married him for Nelly's sake, to get her 
bread. Yes, Mrs. Parrot, to save her from 
starving. And to feel that I defied my 
conscience only to be brought so low — so 
low!" 
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" God forbid, my dear, that iver / should 
set husband an' wife agin' each other," 
replied Mrs. Parrot, glancing at Holdsworth, 
to see how he might relish her remark ; 
"but I must say that, if Mr. Conway's left 
yer, it's a good thing, an' the last thing on 
this airth as would trouble me if I was you. 
You've gone through a deal o' sufferin' for 
him, an' if he's desairted you, you can't 
come to worse harm nor was he to have 
stood by his home like a man, which he 
niver was ; and there's not one o' your 
neighbours as don't know that you've had 
more trouble than any Christian woman i' 
this world ought to have. And it may 
sound a hard sayin', but if he's gone," she 
exclaimed, looking defiantly at Holds- 
worth, "I hope and pray it's for good 
an' aU." 

It often happens in real life, as in books,. 
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that a closing remark will take a weird 
appropriateness by the sudden confrontment 
of the fiact of which it is only the shadow. 
Mrs. Parrot had barely shut her mouth 
when the passage echoed with the clatter- 
ing of the knocker on the house-door. 
Never was such a delirious knocking. 
Mrs. Parrot turned pale, persuaded that 
Mr. Conway had come home drunk, and 
had reeled across to her house to demand 
his wife and create a horrible " scene." 

Dolly raised her head, and it was plain 
that the same idea had occurred to her, by 
the indescribable expression of mingled 
hate, fear, and loathing that entered her 
face. 

Mrs. Parrot giving her moral organisa- 
tion a twist, ran out. Scarcely had she 
opened the door when in burst Martha, the 
servant from over the way. 
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" Oh, missis ! oh, missis I " she screeched, 
*' what do you think ? Master's drowned I 
Oh Lord ! Whe]:e's Mrs. Conway ? He's 
dead an' gone ! Here's th^ gent as brought 
the noos. Oh, sir, please tell the missis 
here 1 " 

She turned, and in her excitement caught 
hold of the sleeve of a little stout man who 
stood behind, and literally dragged him 
forward. 

" Let go, you fool ! What are you a 
doing of? Are you Mrs. Conway?" he 
asked of Mrs. Parrot, who stood staring 
with wide-open eyes, grasping her dress as 
if she were only waiting to take a deep^ 
breath before tearing herself in two. 

"No, she ain't! This ain't Mrs. Conway!" 
cried the excited Martha. 

"You told me she was here!" exclaimed 
t|ie man. 
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" So she is ; ain't she, missis ? " 

" Great 'iven ! what a clatteiin' ! " cried 
Mrs. Parrot, recovering her tongae. "What 
is it youVe got to say, sir ? " 

"Why, this," answered the little man, 
who was evidently a very irritable little 
man — "Mr. Conway's body was found in 
the river this morning at a quarter before 
seven, and he's lying now in the Town 
Hall, and I've come to give the news ; and 
curse me if ever 111 undertake such a job 
again, if I am to be mauled about by such a 
fool as this when Fm out of breath, and fit 
to drop with perspiration." 

"Mrs. Parrot! Mrs. Parrot!" caUed 
Holdsworth. 

The half-distracted woman ran into the 
sitting-room, where the first thing she saw 
was Dolly in a dead £unt, lying upon the 
SO&, with Holdsworth kneeling by her side. 
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" She overheard your voices ! " he ex- 
•claimed, turning up a face as white as death. 
" Pray God the shock may not kill her. 
Look to her, Mrs. Parrot, I miost speak to 
the man outside." 

He jumped up and left the room, and 
found the little irritable man in the act of 
walking away. 

" I beg your pardon. One moment ! " he 
cried, running out after him. *^Pray excuse 
my agitation — ryou have brought shocking 
news. Is it indeed true ? " 

The little man turned and took in 
Holdsworth from head to foot, and answered : 
^^ It is true, sir. IVe seen the body myself. 
It's in the Town Hall. He's been in the 
water all night, the doctor says." 

" All night ? " 

"He was found by a man named Wil- 
liamson. They all knew who he was when 

VOL. III. Q. 
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they saw him. He must have been drunk 
when he fell into the water, for the path 
was wide enough for a horse and cart. Dr. 
Tanner asked me to step round with the 
news as he heard I was coming this way.. 
Good morning." 

The little man nodded and w^alked away.. 
Had Dolly been a rich man's wife, a sym-^ 
pithetic deputation, introdueed by the 
churchwardens, might have made a pro- 
cession to her house to break the news 
gently, but how can you expect sympathy 
for the wife of a man who dies owing 
everybody money ? 

Holdswort^ was stunned, and stood for 
some moments staring idly firom the poreL 
He then returned hastilv to Dollv s side. 

'* She s comin' to, sir,*' said Mrs. Parrot^ 
dapping the poor girl s hand, and expending 
what bivath she had upon the cold vbite 



THE KNOT IS GUT, , 227 

forehead. ** What awful noos, sir ? . ; . 
Conway dead ! I can't believe it. And 
drowned, too ! Oh, poor wretch ! " 

'* Hush ! " exclaimed Holdsworth. 

Dolly had opened her eyes, and was 
staring blindly at him. He moistened 
his handkerchief with water on the side- 
board and pressed it to her head. Nelly 
stood at the window gazing at her mother 
with a look of wistful fear in her face. 
At the door was Martha's countenance, 
seamed with lines of perspiration, her 
mouth open, and her hair hanging like 
a string of young carrots over her fore- 
head. 



"I feel very weak," muttered Dolly, 
striving to sit upright, but falling back. 

*' Something terrible has happened. Ah ! 
Eobert is dead ! " 

Q 2 
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The memory rushed upon her like a 
Bpasm^ and she spoke in a cry. 

"Come, my dear, don't try to speak 
yet," said Mrs. Parrot. 

"Where is NeUy?" 

Holdsworth led the child to the so£eu 
The mother looked at her little girl, 
opened her arms, and burst into tears. 

"Thank God for that?" said Holds- 
worth, turning away. Watching her fisu^ 
as her consciousness had dawned, he had 
felt that, if tears did not relieTe her, her 
heart would break. 



CHAPTER IX. 



HUSBAND AND WIFE. 

The little irritable man had brought true 
news. The report was all over the town: 
everybody was talking of Conway's death. 
A woman living in the road called upon 
Mrs. Parrot to give her the story, not 
knowing that Mrs. Conway was within. 
Her husband had met Williamson, the 
man who found Conway, and had got 
the account from him clear of all ex- 
aggeration. 

It was just this : Williamson was a car- 
penter, and was walking to Thorrold Marsh 
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to execute a repairmg job at a house 
there. He was this side of Hanwiteh* 
just by the bridge facing Squire Mark- 
wells place, when he saw a human hand 
sticking out of the water. He peered and 
saw a man lying on his back, the water 
half a foot above his face, showing the 
drowned figure as plainly as if it were 
under ^^»s. WiUiamaon puUs off his coat, 
tucks up his shirt-sleeves, catches hold 
of the hand, and up comes the body like 
a ocM^k. The moment he had the body 
ashore he knew who it was; left his bag 
of tools on the bank, and ran as hard as 
his legs would carry him into the town 
to give the alann. The inspector and two 
e<mstables, and a couple of m^i with a 
stretcher belonging to the Town Hall, 
start out of the High Street and axe con- 
ducted by Williamson to the body. A 
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<5rowd gathers about the tail of the pro- 
cession, the body is put on the stretcher, 
covered up, and carried to the Town Hall 
in the sight" of a multitude large enough 
to diffuse the news through the length 
and breadth of Hanwitch in ten minutes. 

So dead Mr. Conway was, if ever a man 
was dead in this world; and now, the 
woman told Mrs. Parrot^ people were only 
waiting for the coroner's inquest, to learn 
how he came by his death. 

But the verdict, however it might run; 
would be inconclusive, since there were 
no witnesses to show how Conway fell into 
the water. But this much was known; 
that yesterday Conway had called at the 
"Three Stars" and ordered a fine dinner 
to be got ready for him, with champagne 
ajid the best of wines; and to let the 
landlord understand that he meant what 
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he said, he pulled out a handful of sove- 
reigns and let them fall into his pocket 
again, chink 1 chink! When dinner was 
done, he left the house intoxicated, and 
what became of him the ''Three Stars" 
didn't know ; but the " Pine Apple " 
did, for he came there in the afternoon 
and squeezed himself behind the bar, 
made love to the barmaid, drank some 
tumblers of rum, and got into an abusive 
argument with an ostler, whose eye he 
threatened to blacken if he contra- 
dicted him again. On which he was 
turned out 

That wi^s his day's history, so far as 
it was ivoorded in human knowledge. 
The rt?st could W guessed ; and the public 
woit> not slow iu explaining their theories. 
Ot couK^e he was dnmk, had rolled into 
tho waiter, and was too senseless to set 
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out again, though the water where he lay 
was not above two and a half feet deep. 

Nobody cared twopence about his death. 
It gave the shop-people' something to talk 
about until customers dropped in, and then 
it was, " What's the next article ? ^' and 
Conway was forgotten. When a bubble 
explodes upon the surface of a stream, 
nothing mourns. The tide rolls on just 
the same, with sunshine or darkness in 
its breast, as the case may be ; the pikes 
lose no jot of their voracity, and gudgeons 
swim into their maws ; the minnows jump 
at the flies. Shall law, commerce, or any- 
thing else stop because a drunkard is 
drowned ? Cover him up ; let him hide 
his face until the pale jury come to take 
a peep ; then pop him out of sight in a 
hole, and get back as fast as we may to 
dinner. 
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But there were two persons on whose 
destiny this man's death was to exercise 
an influence as wonderful, and gracioas, 
and beneficial as though, instead of a 
dead drunkard, he was a good spirit — an 
angel charged with a missi(Hi of love, 
sent by God Himself to work out and 
complete the happiness of the man who 
had been heavily tried, but who, in his 
bitterest trial, had never been found 
wanting. 

And I truly think that for such men — 
men who in their sorrow reverentially bow 
their heads and say, " God knows^ I 
believe in him ; He shall lead me as a 
little child" — who murmur not, but, praising 
their Heavenly Father always, make their 
aetuxis a profound heroism by obeying His 
voice in all seasons, not more Mthfidly 
in moments of joy than in moments of 



HUSBAND AND WIFE. 235 

anguish — ^for such men we shall seldom err 
in prophesying a time in their lives when 
the heat of the day shall be shaded from 
them, and their burden and their conflict 
removed. " man, greatly beloved, go 
thou thy way till the end, for thou shalt 
rest and stand in thy lot at the end of 
thy days." 

Dolly had asked to be left alone with 
her child. Deeming Holdsworth a stranger, 
she had felt the restraint of his presence 
upon her, deeply as she was moved by 
his goodness. Her heart ached: misery 
had mastered her. The mere sense of 
having found a friend in this her time of 
piteous need could not suffice her. More 
was imperative : communion with God, 
communion with the husband who, she 
believed, looked down upon her from 
Heaven. To no mortal eyes could she 
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lay bare the exquisite grief that lacerated 
her heart ; and though she should find no 
comfort even in the Heaven she turned to, 
yet her full and poignant misery demanded 
escape in words and tears, and she asked 
to be left alone. 

Holdsworth entered the room facing his 
own apartment. This was Mrs. Parrot's 
drawing-room. Here she had a piano ; 
here she had some wonderful stuffed birds 
under glass shades ; here she herself sat 
on Sundays with her mother, when her 
house was unoccupied. 

He struggled to calm himself, that he 
might master and appreciate all the sig- 
nificance of the position in which he was 
placed by the sudden death of Conway. 
But his moods were wild and hurrying; 
the play of emotion was quick and painfuL 
He saw his wife in her grief; he saw her 
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wrestling, with no eye. but her child's 
upon her, with the anguish that filled her; 
he felt her loneliness : he felt the cruel 
hopelessness that weighed in her heart as 
lead ; he felt, above all, the dreadful sense 
of degradation which must attend her re- 
flections upon the death of her husband, 
Conway; upon the wretched, miserable life 
she had led with him; upon the complete 
and bitter reversal of the sole end for 
which she had married him. 

The barrier that divided them was gone. 
Could there be any scruple now to hold 
him back from her ? If there yet lingered 
one feeling of delicacy to prompt him to 
delay his confession for a little, until the 
dead was buried, until something of the 
horror of the sudden death had yielded to 
time, should it not be removed by the 
knowledge of her misery, which he had 
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it in his power to dissipate and turn to 
gladness. Why should she weep? Why- 
should she feel one instant of pain when 
he could change her t^ars to smiles, her 
grief to joy ? 

He stole to the door of the room she 
was in and listened. He heard her sobbing, 
and that sound vanquished his last hesita- 
tion. 

He turned the handle gently and entered. 
She was on her knees beside the sofe, her 
arms twined about NeUv, her fiice buried 
in the child's lap. She started, looked at 
him, and rose slowlv to her feet. He 
approached and stood before her. 

"Will vou nor trust me as a firiend?'* 
ho said, in a voice a little above a 
whisper. 

She tried to answer him. but her sobs 
choked her voice. He seated himsdff said 
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took Nelly on his knee, and, whilst he 

smoothed the child's hair, continued : 

" Tbere is hope, ik^e is comfort for you 

and this little one. Check your sobs and 

listen to me. I can give you comfort, for 

I have known what it is to lose one that 

is dearer to me than my heart's blood, to 

lose her and to find her again. She was 

my wife, and I left her to go to sea. 

The ship I sailed in was wrecked, and for 

many days I lay consumed with 'hunger 

and thirst in an open boat, seeing 

miserable creatures like myself dying 

around me one by one. And when I was 

rescued my memory was gone ; I could 

not remember my own name, my home, 

the wife I had left, the country I had 

sailed from. But the voice of God one 

day directed mc to leave Australia and 

go to England. I reached London, aoid 
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there a man spoke to me of Hanwitcli, a 
name £imi]iar and dear to me for my 
wife's sake. And when I came to South- 
bonme, the beloved old village gave me 
back my memory. I knew whom I had 
come to seek, and what I had lost They 
told me that my wife thought me dead, 
and was married and Uved with my chUd 
here — ^in this road — ^in that house yonder ! 
Oh Dolly! oh wife!" 

Her- sweet sad face, as he continued 
speaking, had been slowly upturning to 
his, and, when their eyes met, he put the 
little child upon the floor and stretched 
out his arms, crying, "Oh DoUy! 
oh wife!" 

But she ! 

There was a look of petrifaction, stranger 
and more awful even than death, upon her 
face ; her eyes glared, her lips were parted : 
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and to have seen her thus stirless, thus 
white, thus staring, thus breathless, you 
would have said that she was dead, even 
as she sat there. 

Then the life leaped into her, she started 
from the sofa with a loud hysterical laugh, 
and flung herself on her knees before him, 
crying, " John ! John ! *' 

" Dolly ! '' 

" John ! John ! '' she repeated ; and 
she brought his hand to her eyes, and 
stared at it; and then grasped his 
knees and raised her face to his, talk- 
ing to herself in hurried, inaudible 
whispers, and fixing a piercing gaze upon 
him. 

" John ! John ! " she cried out again. 

He put his arms around her and would 
have pressed her to his heart, but she 
kept herself away with her hand against 

YOL. m. B 
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his breast, preserving that keen, unwinking, 
steadfast, wonderful gaze. 

** Do you not know me, Dolly ? " he 
cried. "Look at me closely; hear my 
voice! hear me teU you of the old dear 
times! We were to meet in the sunmier, 
do you remember, Dolly ? and we were 
never more to part ; and you were to keep 
a calendar and mark oflF the days. Oh Grod ! 
what weary days — ^what endless days to 
both of us! And do you remember the 
walks we took the day before we parted, 
down bv the river, where I sat and cried 
in your arms because the sight of your 
sorrow broke me down and I had no more 

comfort to ffive vou ? '* 

^^ «* 

But still she would not let him dasp hen 
Still she kept her hand pressed against 
him, and her eyes^ now growing wild and 
unreal with fear, upon his face. 
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'^ Oh God ! " he cried in his agony. 
**Will she not know me? Has my secret 
come upon her too suddenly? Darling! 
darling ! I could not see your tears, I 
could not hear your sobs, I could not feel 
the desolation and misery that was break- 
ing your heart, and still keep myself hid- 
den from you. Oh, bitter has the trial 
been to watch you — ^to know you to be 
mine — to see my little child — and to be 
as a stranger to you ! Call me John I 
dall me husband ! Speak to me, Dolly 1 
Tell me that no change that pain and suffer- 
ing have made in me can disguise me from 
your love ! " 

She released herself from his arms and 
sprang a yard away from him ; and there, 
as she stood transfixed, watching him with 
large, steady eyes, her dishevelled hair 
about her forehead, her hands clenched. 



244 JOHN H0LD8W0BTH. 



and her head inclined forward, she looked 
like a marble figure of madness, her habih- 
ments carven to the life. 

She had thought him dead. For many, 
many months she had prayed to him aa 
one in Heaven. Did she know him now? 
Yes, but as a dead man might be known 
— with imspeakable fear and unspeakable 
love ; with the horror of superstition and 
the passion of deep aflfection. 

Thus they stood for awhile, their eyes 
fixed on each other: then a heavy sigh 
broke from him ; he turned to his child. 

"Nelly, my little one, come to me! I 
am thy father ! " 

He extended his arms. The action and 
words broke the spelL With an inde- 
scribable cry Dolly fled to him. 

" John ! John ! " she murmured. " My 
husband — ^my very own ! Come back to 
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me from the dead ! Come back to me after 
all this cruel waiting ! " 

And then she broke from him again, 
^nd watched him yet again from a dis- 
tance, then ran and flung her arms around 
his neck, crying, " John ! John ! Why did 
you not come to me before ! why did you 
not come to me before ! " 

The hot tears were streaming down his 
-cheeks now : he held her tightly, saying, 
in broken tones : 

"We are together — ^never more to part. 
I am thy very husband ! I have loved 
thee always ! Oh God be praised, the 
merciful God be praised for this?" 

" Nelly, Nelly ! " she cried ; and she ran 
from him and seized her child, and held 
her up. 

" She is ours, John ! our little one ! We 
have found papa, Nelly ! There he is 1 
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There is Nelly's papa ! God has given him 
back to us — ^we were broken-hearted just 
now ... Oh husband ! . . . husband ! " 

She broke down; a dangerous excite- 
ment had up to this moment sustained 
her. She sank into a weeping, sobbing,, 
fainting woman in a moment; but his^ 
arms received her, his breast pillowed her,, 
and there she rested for many minutes, 
with no sound to break the holy silence^ 
that filled the room but his deep quiver-- 
ing sobs. 

When we peep at them again, a half-hour 
has passed, and the wife is seated near 
the husband with her arm around him; 
and the child is on her father's knee. 
The fear that threw a film upon the 
exquisite emotions of the girl has passed; 
she is listening to his story, interrupting 
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him often with quick exclamations of 
distress, then fondling him and Ustening 
again, vibrating with eagerness, with love, 
with amazement, which makes her pale 
face kaleidoscopic with expression. He 
is telling her of his sufferings in the 
boat, of his rescue, of his friends in 
Australia, of his return to England, of his 
arrival at Southbourne ; and as she hears 
him tell the story of his noble unselfishness 
— how, to save her from the sorrow and 
the shame that must have attended his 
disclosure, if made while Conway lived, 
he held his secret, but could not keep 
his love from going forth to his child — 
she knows that he has brought back to 
her the same grand heart he took with 
him five years ago ; the same magnanimous 
qualities ; the same pure impulses ; the same 
iieroical capacity of self-sacrifice. 
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And then she tells him her story; and 
now it is for him to soothe her with the 
love that has transformed his face and 
made it beautiful with a deeper and subtler 
beauty than it had ever before worn. For, 
as she recurs to those piteous times of her 
distress, her tears gush forth afresh and 
her eyes grow wild, as though she did 
not believe in the happiness that had come 
to her at last. 

I see them sitting in that room while 
the bright morning sunshine pours upon 
the window and floods the floor with its 
radiance; I hear the birds singing merrily 
in the ijarden, and the cosv chuckins: of 
the hens and the soimd of the fresh sweet 
wind as it sweeps through the pear-trees 
and sends the red-edged leaves rustling to 
the grouniL 

I see the child's large deep eyes wander- 
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ing from father to mother, from mother to 
father, with the small face busy with the 
unformed conBciousness that struggles in it 

I see the mother careworn and pale, but 
with the light of rapture on her face that 
discloses all its secret sweetness, watching, 
ever watching, with soft eyes shining with 
happy tears, the dear one whose arm is 
around her. 

I see Holdsworth with the patches of 
grey upon his hair, his sunken cheeks and 
bowed figure symbolising while his life 
shall hold the unspeakable sufferings of 
mind and body he has known since we 
first beheld him. I see him, with the 
calmness of perfect joy mellowing his eyes, 
and enriching his face with a colour that 
owes its lustre to the spirit, so that it 
shall be there in darkness and in sunshine, 
holding his wife to his heart, often pressing 
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his lips to his child, often glancing up- 
wards with looks of ineffable gratitude; 
and I think of those two lines which 
Groldsmith says are worth a million : 

" / have been young^ and now am old r 
yet never saw I the righteous man for- 
saken^ nor his seed begging their bread," 

vt »• «» «» 

>r -w >c -w 

A knock falls upon the door; the door 
is opened, and enter Mrs. Parrot. Does 
she start dramatically ? I promise you 
there is more genuine astonishment con- 
veyed by the little jump she gives, as she 
falls back a step and then stands staring, 
than in any movement designed to ex- 
press wonderment you will see performed 
on the sfcige. 

So the mystery is solved, is it ? So 
her lodger isn't a gentleman after all, but 
aa insidious man who, under ]»etence of 
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liking Nelly's company, has been paying 
attention to mamma! and now, with Con- 
way's body lying in the Town Hall, dead 
only a few hours, is actually caressing the 
widow in Mrs. Parrot's respectable house ! 

Holdsworth and Dolly exchange glances^ 
and DoUy hangs her head with a look 
of confusion on her face (and well she 
may, thinks Mrs. Parrot) as Holdsworth 
puts Nelly down and rises. 

" I am really sorry to introod," saya 
Mrs. Parrot haughtily, " but my motive for 
knocking sir, was to inquire when you 
would like your breakfast sarved ? '' 

*' We'll talk of that in a moment," 
answers Holdsworth. "I have something 
to say to you. This lady is my wife ! " 

*'I beg your parding," says Mrs. Parrot, 
growing very pale. 

**My wife^ Mrs. Parrot. You have 
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heard of Mr. Holdsworth who went to 
sea and was drowned ? He was not 
drowned. I am Mr. Holdsworth 1" 

'' You ! '' 

She tottered, ran forward, grasped the 

table, and shrieked, " You ! " 

"Yes, Mrs. Parrot," exclaimed Dolly, 
**thi3 is John — my own darling husband, 
whom I thought was dead." 

" And do you mean to say, sir," gasped 
JMrs. Parrot hysterically, "that you knew 
who you was yourself all the time ? " 

"All the time that I have lodged with 
you." 

" An' you ve seen your lawful wife day 
'Orter day without speakin' of it, or sayin* 

who vou was ? " 

« 

"Bocause/* stammered Mrs. Parrot, still 
clinging to the taWe,. "because von savs 



HUSBAND AND WIFE. 255 

that a wife can't have two husbands, and 
so you hid yourself that you might spare 
her feelin's ? " ' 

"Yes, that is why, Mrs. Parrot," cried 
DoUy. 

Mrs. Parrot took a deep breath, and 
then, to the amazement of the others, 
burst into tears. 

" Oh, sir, I can't help it," she sobbed. 
*'I niver did hear in all my life of such 
beautiful conduct. Niver . . And is this 
your child ? . . Why of course it is ! Oh 
dearl who'd ha' thought that any mortal 
man could ha' acted so nobly ! Oh, sir, 
let me shake your hand." 

She not ojdy shook his hand, but 
actually fell against him and kissed him; 
and then, overwhelmed with her eflfrontery 
and her feelings, was rushing out of the 
room, when Holdsworth stopped her. 



rf 
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"One moment, dear Mrs, Parrot. You 
are the only person in Hanwitch — ^in the 
world I may say — who knows our secret. 
Will you keep it ? We have many 
reasons for not wishing it known." 

*'I wiU, sir, I promise you," blubbered 
the honest woman, " since you ask me ; 
but if it wasn't for that I'd go and spread 
the noos everywhere, I would, for I niver 
heerd of such beautiful conduct before, 
niver, in sarmons or anywheers else; and 
it 'ud be the makin' of many a man to 
be told of it. God bless you both, I'm 
sure. God bless you, little gal. You've 
found a good father — ^a rare good father ! 

And out she ran choking. 



So the curtain falls, for the end has 
"^ come. No need to raise it again, for you 

who have sat so kindly and patiently 



jy 
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through this little drama must know as 
well as I what will become of the two 
chief characters and their little one when 
they have made their bow and with- 
drawn. Australia is before them, with 
generous friends to welcome them to their 
new home, and listen with interest and 
tenderness to their, strange story of bitter 
separation, and sweet and sacred reunion. 
Enough has been written; the quill that 
has driven these creations to this point 
is but a stump ; the hand that holds it is 
tired; the companionship of the shadows 
which have kept me company is broken. 
What fitter time, then, than now to say 
good-bye ? 



THE END. 



POSTSCKIPT. 



I must claim the reader s indulgence 
while I speak for a moment of that por- 
tion of the foregoing narrative which 
refers to the hero's loss of memory. 

That loss of memory has been brought 
t 

about by trials and sufferings such as I 
have attempted to depict in the early 
chapters of this narrative, is too certain 
to make it necessary that I should adduce 
instances (which are very readily procured) 
as proof. That such loss has lasted, not 
for months only, but for years, will be 
seen by the following anecdote, which 

VOL. III. S 
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suggested this stoiy, and which I extract 
from the Noon Gazette of July, 1772 : — 
"Last Sunday died at Winchelsea a 
character of whom a correspondent, a gen- 
tleman distinguished both by his parts and 
benevolence, has obligingly furnished us 
with the following account : That lus 
name was William Stephens, and that he 
was a mariner, who, many years since, was 
pressed from his home to serve on board 
Bis Majesty's ship of war The Vapour-^ 
that he was then married but two weeks ; 
that whilst cruising ofl' the Portugal coast 
The Vapour was wrecked, and Stephens^ 
with some others, saved his life by cling- 
ing to a portion of the wreck, in which 
condition they languished near three days, 
and were then rescued by a French mer- 
chantman, who carried them into Bar- 
deau {sic) : that on Stephens* being 
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questioned, he was found to have lost 
his memoiy, on which he was sent into 
England, and was hired as porter by Mr. 
Hudson, of the York Inn, in or near to 
Folkestone, in Kent, where he remained 
for two years in entire ignorance of his 
past, until, his memory returning, he set 
off for Winchelsea on foot, and arrived to 
find his wife married to one Eel, a 
cobbler, whose life Stephens threatened if 
he did not restore him his Nancy. This 
the cobbler did, and so the matter ended. 
It occasioned much gossip, and to the 

end of his days Mr. Stephens (who settled 
down as a carpenter, having lost all relish 
for the sea), was regarded with curiosity, 
and> had to the houses of the neigh- 
bouring gentry, whom his singular story 
never failed to divert." 

ThBre are on record many instances of 
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loss of memory, occasioned by various 
means. In some cases the deprivation 
has l^een complete, and the restoration 
sudden, and resembling an abrupt revela- 
tion. In other instances it has l>een 
accompanied by &int, glimmering, haunt- 
ing reminiscences, creating indescribable 
anxiety, but growing up suddenly into a 
sound and permanent recovery. 
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Socrates, Memoirs for English Readers from Xenophon's 
Memorabilia. By Edw. Levien. 

Prince Albert's Golden Precepts. 

"We can hardly imagine better books fat boys to read or for men to 
ponder over." — Time*. 

A suiiaiU Cast contaiuing Z2 volume*^ price 3ir. 6d. ; or ffu Case sefeutUe^ 

pricey. 6d, 



tieecher (Henry Ward, D.D.) Life Thoughts. i2mo.zs,6d, 

Sermons Selected. i2mo. &. 6d, 

— — Norwood. Crown 8vo. dr. 

(Dr. Ljonan) Life and Correspondence of. 2 vols. 



post 8va xL 1*. 
Bees and Beekeeping. By the Times' Beemaster. niastxated. 

Crown 8to. New Edition, with additions. a$, td. 



List of Publications, 



Bell (Rev. C. D.) Faith in Earnest. i8mo. is, 6d. 

Blanche Nevile. Fcap. 8vo. dr. 

Bellows (A. J.) The Philosophy of Eating. Post 8vo. 

— — — How not to be Sick, a Sequel to Philosophy of 
Eating. Post 8vo. js, 6d. 

Better than Gold. By Mrs. Arnold, Author of "His by 

Right," &c. In 3 volumes, crown 8vo., 31;. 6d. 

Benedict (F. L.) Miss Dorothy's Charge. 3 vols. 31J. 6^. 

Bickersteth's Hymnal Companion to Book of Common 
Prayer. 

The following Editions are now rettdy : — 

'• ^ 

Na z. A Small-type Edition, medium samo. cloth limp o 6 

No. z. B ditto roan limp^ red edges . . z o 

No. X. C ditto morocco limp, gilt edges . . a o 



1 o 
a o 

3 o 

2 6 

3 6 
5 6 



No. a. Second-si2e type, super-royal 33mo. cloth limp 
No. 2. A ditto roan limp, red edges 

No. 2. B ditto morocco limp, gilt edges 

No. 3. Large-type Edition, crown 8vo. cloth, red edges 
No. 3. A ditto roan limp,^ red edges 

No. 3. B ditto morocco limp, gilt edges 

No. 4. Large-tvpe Edition, crown 8vo. with Introduction 

and Notes, cloth, red edges 36 

No< 4. A ditto roan limp, red edges ..46 

No. 4. B ditto morocco, gilt ed8:es ^66 

No. 5. Crown 8vo. with accompanying Tunes to every 

Hymn, New Edition 30 

No. 5. A ditto with Chants 40 

No. 5. B The Chants separately 16 

No. 6. Penny Edition. 

Fdap. 4to. Organists' edition. Cloth, 7; . 6d. 

The Church Mission Hymn Book has been recently issued : 

it contains lao Hymns for Special Missions and Schoolroom Services, 
selected, with a few additions, from the Hymnal Companion. Price &r. 4d, 
per xoo, or i^d. each. 

\* A liberal alUrwance is made to Clergymen introducing 

the HymfuU, 

An Zpp, prospectus sent Post free on application. 

tSr The Book of Common Prayer, bound with The Hymnal Com- 
panion. 32mo. cloth, 9^^. And in various superior bindings. 

fhe Hymnal Companion is also sold, strongly bound with a 
Sunday School Liturgy, in two sizes, price 4^. and 8</. 
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Blackmore (R. D.) Cradock No well. 2nd and cheaper edi- 
tion. 6f. 



Clara Vaughan. Revised edition, dr. 
Georgics of Virgil. Snudl 4to. 4^. 6d, 



Blackwell (E.) Laws of Life. New edition. Fq). 51, 6tL 
Boardman's Higher Christian Life. Fqx is, 6tL 
Bonwick (J.) Last of the Tasmanians. 8vo. idr. 
* Daily Life of the Tasmanians. 8yo. izr. 6^. 
Curious Facts of Old Colonial Days. i2mo. cloth. 

Book of Common Prayer with the Hymnal Companion. 

3ajno. doth. gd» And in various bindings. 

Books suitable for School Prizes and Presents. (Fuller 
description of each book will be found in the alphabet) ' 

Adventures of a Young Naturalist. 7^. 6d, 

— ^ on Great Hunting Grounds. 55. 
Allcott*s Aunt Jo*s Scrap-bag. 3^. 6tL 

^—^ Cupid and Chow Chow. 3*. 6d. 

Old Fashioned Girl. 3*. 6d, 

Little Women. 3*. 6(2. 

Little Men. 3*. 6d. 

Shawl Straps. 3*. 6d, 

Anecdotes of the Que^n. ss. 

Atmosphere (The). By Flamicarion. 30^. 

Backward Glances. 51. 

Bayard Series (See Bayard.) 

Bickersteth (Rev. £. H.) Shadow of the Rock. ax. &af. 

Black (Wm.) KUmeny. 6r. 

In Silk Attire. 6*. 

A Daughter of Heth. dt. 

Blackmore (R. D.) Cradock Nowell. 

Clara Vaughan. 6r. 

Loma Doone. 6*. 

Burritt*s Ten Minutes Talk on all sorts of Topics. Sm. 

8vo. 6r. 
Butler's Great Lone L.and. 7*. d. 
Changed Cross (The), u. 6tL 
Child's Play. •js,6tL 
Christ in Song. 5^. 
Craik (Mrs.) Adventures of a Brownie. 51. 



List of Fublications. 



Books for School Prizes and Presents, conHnued^^ 

Craik (Mrs.) Little Sunshine's Holiday. 4/. 
Craik (Mias) The Cousin from India. 4/. 

Miss Moore. 4^. 

Dana's Corals and Coral Islands, axx. 

Two Years before the Mast. (Sf. 

Davies*s Pilgrimaffe of the Tiber. i8«. 

De Witt (Mad.) An Only Sister. 4^. 

Erkmann-Chatrlan's^he Forest House. 35. td. 

Faith Gartney. 3X. itd. cloth ; boards, is. 6d, 

FaveU Children (The). 4^. 

Favourite English Poems. 300 Illustration, aix. 

Forbes (J. O.) Africa : Geographical Exploration and Chris- 

tian Enterprise. Crown 8vo. cloth, js. 6d, 
Franc's Emily's Choice. 5^. 

John's Wife. 4*. 

Marian. 5*. 

Silken Cord. 5*. 

Vermont Vale. 5*. 

Minnie'a Mission. 

Friswell (Laura) The Gingerbread Maiden. 3^. 6d, 

Gajnvorthys (The). 3*. 6d, 

Gentle Life, (Queen Edition). lor. 6d. 

Gentle Life Series. (5"^ Alphabet). 

Getting on in the World. St, 

Glover's Light of the Word. ax. 6d. 

Hayes (Dr.) Cast Away in the Cold. 6*. 

Healy (Miss) The Home Theatre. 3«. 6d, 

Henderson's Latin Proverbs, rot. 6d, 

Holland (Dr.) Mistress of the Manse, as. 6ii. 

House on Wheels. By Madame Stolz. as, 6d. 

Hugo's Toilers of the Sea. lor. 6d. 

♦f »i It 6*. . 

Kingston's Ben Burton. 34; 6d. 
Kennan's Tent Life. 6r. 
King's Mountaineering in the Sierra Nevada. 
Low's Edition of American Authors, is. 6d. and af.each. 

Vols, published. See Alphabet under Low. 
Lyra Sacra Americana. 4s. 6d. 
Macgregor (John) Rob Roy Books. (See Alphabet.) 
Maury's Physical Geography of the Sea. 6s, 
Parisian Family, ^s. 
Phelps (Miss) The Silent Partner. 5^. 
Picture Gallery British Art. 12s. 

A2 
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Blackmore (R. D.) Cradr ^i^ continued— 

tkn. 6$, 

taM. 

ClaiaVaugh ^ABstoo, R.N. y,6d. 

Geo^CS r .^iiisitc lUustntknis. 7*- 60. 

^afvl Woodcuts^ 7^. 6d, and 2J. 6d. 
BUckweU (E. ^Livingstone, aw. 

Boardman's .Mod White Tyranny. 31. di 

/oiks. Cloth extra 6s, and af . 6dl 
Bonwick -^fVooing. 5*. I boaids. m. 6dL 

. T . yiTrr's Island. 51. 

«^^ and I. 6s. 

"^ fierman Authors. See Taachnits. 

^ j^/b.) Sacred Records, as. 6<il 

Bo tf^'^k lietters to Young People, u. 6^ and as. 

^^^ean Ago. 4r. 
/•^e Blue Sky. 7*. 6<£ 



■^^'5 Meridiana. 7^. 6d. 

^^i— Twenty Thousand Lreagues Under the Sea. zof. 6</. 
g^toey's (Mrs.) Books. See Alphabet. 

^irles (T. G.) The Defence of Paris, narrated as it was 

aowker (G.) St. Mark's Gospel. With Explanatory Notes. 
For the Use of Schools and Colleges. By George Bowker, late 
Second Master of the Newport Grammar School, Isle of Wight x vol. 
foolscap, cloth. 

Bradford (Wm.) The Arctic Regions. Illustrated with 

Photographs, taken on an Art Expedition to Greenland. With Descrip- 
tive Narrative by the Artist. In One Volume, royal broadside, 25 indies 
by 2o, beautifully bound in morocco extra, price Twenty-five Guineas. 

Bremer (Fredrika) Life, Letters, and Posthumous Works. 

Crown 8vo. xor. 6d. 

Brett (E.) Notes on Yachts. Fop. dr. 

Bristed (C. A.) Five Years in an English University. 

Fourth Edition, Revised and Amended by the Author. Post 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

Broke (Admiral Sir B. V. P., Bart., K.C.B.) Biography 
o£ zA • 

Brothers Rantzau. See Erckmann-Chatrian. 

Bft>wn (Colin Rae). Edith Dewar. 3 vols. Cr.Svo. iLiis,6d. 

Browning (Mrs. E. B.) The Rhyme of the Duchess May. 
Demy 4to. Illustrated with Eight Photographs, after Drawings by 
Charlotte M. B. Morrell. aif. 
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Burritt (E.) The Black Country and its Green Border 

Land. Second edition. Post 8vo. 6f. 

A Walk from London to Land's End. Cr. 8vo. 6j. 

Lectures and Speeches. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 6x. 

Ten- Minute Talk on all sorts of Topics. With 

Autobiography of the Author. Small post 8vo., cloth extra. 6f . 

Bush (R.J.) Reindeer, Dogs, and Snow Shoes. 8vo. i2s.6d. 
Bushnell's (Dr.) The Vicarious Sacrifice. Post Sya. Js.6it, 
Sermons on Living Subjects. Crown 8vo. cloth. 

Nature and the Supernatural. Post 8vo. 3^. 6d, ' 

Christian Nurture. 3J, &/. 

Character of Jesus. 6^. 

The New Life. CrowaSvo. y, 6d 



Butler (W. P.) The Great Lone Land ; an Account of the 
Red River Expedition, 1869-1870, and Subsequent Travels and Adven- 
tures in the Manitoba Countiy, and a Winter Journey across the Sas- 
katchewan Valley to the Rocky Mountains. With Illustrations and 
Map. Fifth and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 7^ . 6d. 
(The first 3 Editions were in 8vo. cloth. i6j.) 

The Wild North Land : the Story of a Winter 




Journey with Does across Northern North America. Demy 8vo. cloth, 
with numerous ^^odcuts and a Map. Fourth Edition. x8.s. 



ADOGAN (Lady A.) Illustrated Games of 

Patience. By the Lady Adelaide Cadogan. Twenty- 
four Diagrams in Colours, with Descriptive Text Foolscap 
4to., cloth extra, gilt edges, tzs. 6d. 

California. See Nordhoff. 

Canada on the Pacific : beiiig an account of a journey from 
Edmonton to the Pacific, by the Peace River Valley. By Charles 
Horetzky. Qoth. ss. 

Carlisle (Thos.) The Unprofessional Vagabond. Fcap. 

8vo. Fancy boards. \s. 

Ceramic Art. See Jacquemart. 

Changed Cross (The) and other Religious Poems. 2x. 6d, 

Child's Play, with 16 coloured drawing by £. V. B. An 
entirely new edition, printed on thick paper, with tints, js, 6d, 
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Chels-d'cBavre of Art and Master-pieces of Bngravinf^, 

selected from the celebrated Collection of I^rints and Drawings in the 
British MuseunL Reproduced in Photographv by Stkphbm Thompson. 
Imperial folio, Thirty-eight Photographs, doth gut. 4/. 14^. 6d. 

China. See Illustrations of. 

Christ in Song. H3rmns of Immanael, selected from all Ages, 
with Notes. By Philip Schaff, D.D. Crown 8va toned paper, 
beautifully printed at the Chiswick Press. With Initial Letters and 
Ornaments and handsomely bound. New Edition, y. 

Christabel. See Bayard Series. 

Christmas Presents. See lUustrated Books. 

Chronicles of Castle of Amelroy. 410. With Photographic 

Illustrations. 9L a*. 

Clara Vaughan. See Blackmore. 

Coffin (G. C.) Our New Way Round the World. 8vo. I2f. 

Conquered at Last ; from Records of Dhu Hall and its Inmates; 
A Novel 3 vols. Crown ; cloth. 3z«. 6d, 

Cook (D.) Young Mr. Nightingale. A NoveL 3 vols. 

Crown 8vo., cloth. 31 j. 6d. 

Courtship and a Campaign ; a Story of the Milanese Volun- 
teers of x866, under Garibaldi By M. Dalin. 2 vols. cr. 8vo. au. 

Cradock Nowell. See Blackmore. 

Craik (Mrs.) The Adventures of a Brownie, by the Author 

of " John Halifax, Gentleman." With ntimerous Illustrations by Miss 
Patbrson. Square cloth, extra gilt edges. 5X. 

A Capital Book for a School Prize for Childroii from Seven to Fourteen. 
Little Sunshine's Holiday (foraiing VoL 1. of the 



John Halifax Series of Giris' Books). Small post 8vo. 4s. 

John Halifax Series. See Girls' Books. 

Poems. Crown, doth, ^s. 



(Georgiana M.) The Cousin from India, fonning 

Vol a. of John Halifax Series. Small post 8vo. 4s, 

Only a Butterfly. One Volume, crown 8vo., cloth. 



los. 6d. 



Miss Moore. Small post 8vo., with Illustrations, gilt 



edges. 4X. 

Without Kith or Kin. 3 vols, crown 8vo., 31X. 6^. 

Hero Trevelyan. 2 Vols. Post 8vo. 21s. 
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Craik's American Millwright and Miller. With numerous 

Illustrations. 8va z/. zx. 

Cummins (Maria S.) Haunted Hearts (Low's Copyright 

Series). z6mo. boards, zx. 6dl ; clothe m. 

Curtis'^ History of the Constitution of the United States. 

2 vols. 8vo. 34f . 



ALTON (J. C.) A Treatise on Physiology and 
Hygienef for Schools, Families, and Colleges, with 
ntunerous Illustrations, ^s. 6d, 

Dana (R. H.) Two Years before the Mast and 
Twenty-four years After. New £dition, with Notes and Revi^ons. 
z2mo. 6s. 

Dana (Jas. D.) Corals and Coral Islands. Numerous 

Illustrations, charts, &c. New and Cheaper Edition, with numerous 
important Additions and Corrections. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. Zs. 6d. 

[In theprtis. 

*' Professed geologists and zoologists, as well as general readers, will 
find Professor Dana's book in every way worthy of their attention." 
— TAe AtAffueum, October Z2, 1872. 

Daughter (A) of Heth, by Wm. Black. Eleventh and Cheaper 

edition, x vol. crown Svo. 6s. 

Davies (Wm.) The Pilgrimage of the Tiber, from its 

Mouth to its Source ; with some account of its Tributaries. 8vo., with 
many very fine Woodcuts and a Map, cloth extra. Second Edition, i&r. 

Devonshire Hamlets ; Hamlet 1603, Hamlet 1604. I VoL 

8vo. js, 6d. 

De Witt (Madame Guizot). An Only Sister. VoL V. 

of the " John Halifax" Series of Girls' Books. With Six Illustrations. 
Small post Svo. cloth. 4X. 

Draper (John W.) Human Physiology. Illustrated with 
.more than 300 Woodcuts from Photographs, &c. Royal Svo. cloth 
extra, tl. 5s, 

Duer's Marine Insurance. 2 vols. 3/. 3^. 

Duplais and McKennie, Treatise on the Manufacture and 

bistillation of Alcoholic Liquors. With numerous Engravings. 

Svo. 2/. 2S. 

Duplessis (G.) Wonders of Engraving. With numerous 

Illustrations and Photographs. 8va 12s. 6d. 

Dussauce (Professor H.) A New and Complete Treatise 

on the Art of Tanning. Royal Svo. 2/. lox. 



General Treatise on the Manufacture of Vinegar. 



Svo. x/. xs. 
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NGLISH Catalogue of Books (The) Published 

durin|; 1863 to 1871 inclusive, comprising also the Important 
American Publications. 




This Volume, occupying over 450 Pages, shows the Titles 
of 32,000 New Books and New Editions issued during Nine 
Years, with the Size, Price, and Publisher's Name, the Lists of Learned 
Societies, Printing Clubs, and other Litersury Associations, and the Books 
issued by them ; as also the Publisher's Series and Collections — altogether 
forming an indispensable adjunct to the Bookseller's Establishment, as 
well as to every Learned and Literary Club and Association. 30;. half- 
bound. 

*«* The previous Volume, 1835 to x86a, of whicli a very few remain on 
sale, price 2/. 5;. ; as also the Index Volume, 1837 to 1857, price x/. 6f. 

Supplements, 1863, 1864, 1865, 3X. 6^. each ; 1866, 



XS67 to X874, 5J. each. 

English Writers, Chapters for Self-improvement in English 
Literature ; by the author of "The Gentle Life." d*. 

Matrons and their Profession; With some Con- 
siderations as to its Various Branches, its National Value, and the 

' Education it requires. By M. L. F., Writer of " My Life, and what 
shall I do with it." " Battle of the Two Philosophies," and " Strong 
and Free/* Crown 8vo., cloth, extra, 7*. td. [Now ready. 

Erckmann-Chatrian. Forest House and Catherine's 
Lovers. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6d, 

The Brothers Rantzau: A Story of the Vo^es. 

2 vols, crown 8vo. cloth. 2Zf. New Edition, i voL« profusely mus- 
trated. Cloth extra. $5. 

Evans (C.) Over the Hills and Far Away. By C. Evans, 

Author of "A Strange Friendship." One Volume, crown 8vo., doth 
extra, 10s. 6d. , 

— A Strange Friendship. Crown Svo., cloth. 5^. 

Evans (T. W.) History of the American Ambulance, 
established in Paris during the Siege of 1870-71. Together with the 
Details of its Method and its Work. By Thomas W. Evans, M.D., 
D. D. S. Imperial 8vo., with numerous illustrations, cloth extra, price 
35*. 




AITH GARTNEY'S Girlhood, by the Author of 
"The Gayworthys." Fcap. with Coloured Frontispiece. 3^.61^ 

Favourite English Poems. New and Extended 
Edition, with 300 illustrations. Small 4to. axx. 

Favell (The) Children. Three Little Portraits. Crown i2mo. 

Four Illustrations. Cloth gilt. 4;. 

** A very useful and clever story." — John Bull, 

Few (A) Hints on Proving Wills. Enlarged Edition, sewed. 
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B.) Memories of Many Men and of some 

Post 8vo., cloth. lof. 6d. 

Yesterdays with Authors. CrownSvo. ios,6d. 
ndford) Expedition. See Ocean to Ocean. 

ad French Pictures. With Notes concerning 
.lers and their Works by F. G. Stephens, Author of " Flemish 
," " Memoirs of Sir Edwin Landseer," &c. Small 4to. cloth extra, 
jiled boards, gilt sides, back, and edges, x/. &r. 

..mmarion (C.) The Atmosphere. Translated from tlie 

French of Camillb Flammarion. Edited bv Jambs Glaishbr, 
f .R.S., Superintendent of the Magnetical and Aleteorological Depart- 
ment of the Royal Observatory at Greenwich. With zo beautiful 
Chromo-Lithographs and 8z woodcuts. Royal 8vo. cloth extra, bevelled 
boards. 30;. 

Forbes (J. G.) Africa: Geographical Exploration and 
Christian Enterprise, from the Earliest Times to the Present. By 
J. Gruar Forbes. Crown 8vo., cloth extra, 7.;. 6d, 

Franc (Maude Jeane) Emily's Choice, an Australian Tale. 

z vol. small post 8vo. With a Frontispiece by G. F. Angas. $s» 

Hairs Vineyard. Small post 8vo., cloth. 41. 

John's Wife. A Story of Life in South Australia. 



Small post 8vo., cloth extra. 4;. 

Marian, or the Light of Some One's Home. Fcp. 



3rd Edition, with Frontispiece, sr. 

Silken Cords and Iron Fetters. 4^. 

Vermont Vale. Small post 4to., with Frontispiece. 5^. 

Minnie's Mission. Small post 8vo., with Frontis- 



piece. 4f. 
Priswell (J. H.) See Gentle Life Series. 
One of Two. .3 vols. i/. i is. 6d, 

Friswell (Laura.) The Gingerbread Maiden;* and other 
Stories. With Illustration. Square cloth. 3;. 6d. 



AYWORTHYS (The), a Story of New England 
Life. Small post 8vo. 3;. 6d. 

Gems of Dutch Art. Twelve Photographs from 

fineiit Engravings in British Museum. Sup. royal 4ta clo th 
extra. 25J. 

Gentle Life (Queen Edition). 2 vols, in i. Small 4to. lor. 6d, 
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^ _^ ^ " ■ _ _ ^ 

THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES. Printed in 
Elzevir, on Toned Paper, handsomely bound, form- 
ing suitable Volumes for Presents. Price 6s» each; 
or in calf extra, price los. 6d. 

The Gentle Life. Essays in aid of the Formation of Cha- 
racter of Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. Tenth Edition. 

" Deserves to be printed in letters of gold, and circulated in every 
hovLSt.**—CAam6tr^ youmaL 

About in the World. Essays by the Author of "The Gentle 
Life." 

" It is not easy to open it at any page without finding some handy 

Like unto Christ. A New Translation of the "De Imita- 
tione Christi " usually ascribed to Thomas k Kempis. With a Vignette 
from an Original Drawing by Sir Thomas Lawrence. Second Edition. 

" Could not be presented in a more exquisite form, for a more sighUy 
volume was never seen." — Ilhutrated London Neun. 

Familiar Words. An Index Verboium, or Quotation Hand- 
book. Affording an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences 
that have become embedded in the English language. Second and en- 
laiged Edition. 

"The most extensive dictionary of quotation we have met with.** — 
NoUi and Queries, 

Essays by Montaigne. Edited, Compared, Revised, and 
AnnoUted by the Author of "The Gentle Life." With Vignette Por- 
trait. Second Edition. 

" We should be glad if any words of ours could help to bespeak a large 
drculation for this handsome attractive book." — Illustrated Times, 

The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia. Written by Sir 

Philip Sidney. Edited, with NotesL by the Author of "The Gentle 
Life." Dedicated, by permission, to the Earl of Derby, yx. 6d, 

" All the best things in the Arcadia are retained intact in Mr. Fris- 
well's edition. — Examiner, 

The Gentle Life. Second Series. Third Edition. 

" There is not a single thought in the volume that does not contribute in 
some measure to the formation of a true gentleman." — Daily Hews. 

Varia: Readings from Rare Books. Reprinted, by per- 
mission, from the Saturday Review^ Spectator, &c 

"The books discussed in this volume are no less valuable than they 
are rare, and the compiler is entitled to the gratitude of the ^blic" 
— Observer, 

The Silent Hour: Essays, Original and Selected. By 

the Author of "The Gentle Life." Second Edition. 

"All who possess the 'Gentle Life' should own this volume."^ 
Steutdewd, 
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Bssasrs on English Writers, for the Self-improvement of 
Students in English Literattue. 

"To all (both men and women) who have neglected to read and study 
their native literature we would certainly suggest the volume before us 
as a fitting introduction.*' — Exammer. 

Other People's Windows. By J. Hain Fbiswell. Second 

Edition. 

"The chapters are so lively in themselves, so mingled with shrewd 
views of human nature, so full of illustrative anecdotes, ihaX the reader 
cannot fiul to be amused.** — Morning Post, 

A Man's Thoughts. By J. Hain Friswsll. 



German Primer; being an Introduction to First Steps in 
German. By M. T. Pkeu. u. td. 

Getting On in the World ; or, Hints on Success in Life. 

By William Mathbws, LL.D. Small post 8vo., cloth extra, bevelled 
edges. 6f. 

Girdlestone (C.) Christendom. i2mo. jj. 

Family Prayers. i2mo. u. &/. 

Glover (Rev. R.) The Light of the Word. Third Edition. 

xSmo. ar. 6dl 

Goethe's Faust. With Illustrations by Konewka. Small 4to. 
Price xor. td, 

Gouff^ : The Royal Cookery Book. By Jules Gouff£ ; 

translated and adapted for English use by Alphonsb Goufp , head 
pastrycook to Her Majesty the Queen. Illustrated with large plates, 
printed in colours. x6z woodcuts. 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, a/, af. 

■ Domestic Edition, half-bound. lOr. td, 

" By far the ablest and most complete work on cookery that has ever 
been submitted to the gastronomical world." — PaU Mali Geuett*. 

The Book of Preserves ; or, Receipts for Preparing 

and Preserving Meat, Fish salt and smoked, Terrincs^ Gelatines, Vege- 
tables, Fruits, Confitures, Syrups, Liqueurs de FamiUe, Petits Fours, 
Bonbons, &c. &c. x voL royal 8vo., containmg upwards of 500 Receipts 
and 34 Illustrations, xor. 6d, 

Royal Book of Pastry abd Confectionery. By Jules 



GouPP^, Chef-de-Cuisine of the Paris Jockey Club. Royal 8va Illus- 
trated with xo Chromo-lithographs and 137 Woodcuts, m>m Drawings 
from Nature by £. Monjat, cu>th extra, gilt edges, 35r. 



Gower (Lord Ronald). Hand-hook to the Art Galleries, 
Public and Private, of Belgium and Holland. x8mo., cloth. 

[/» tkt^st. 
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Girls' Books. A Series written, edited, or translated by the 
Author of ** John Hali&x.** Small post 8vo., cloth extra, 4J. each. 

X. Lrittle Sunshine's Holiday, 
a. The Cousin from India. 

3. Twenty Years Ago. 

4. Is it True. 

5. An Only Sister. By Madame Guizot Db Witt. 

6. Miss Moore. 

Gospels (Four), with Bida*s Illustrations. See Bida. 

Gray (Robertson) Brave Hearts. Snuill post Svo. 3x. 6</. 

Gouraud (Mdlle.) Four Gold Pieces. Numerous Illus- 
trations. Small post 8vo., cloth, sj. td. See also Rose Lribrary. 

Grant (Rev. G. M.) See Ocean to Ocean. 

Greenleaf's Law of Evidence. 13th Edition. 3 vols. &|j. 

Guizot' s History of France. Translated by Robert Black. 

Royal Svo. ^ Numerous Illustrations. Vols. I.^ II. and III., cloth extra 
eadx 24J. ; in Farts, sx. each (to be completed m two more volumes). 

Guyon (Mad.) Life. By Upham. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. 6f. 

Method of Prayer. Foolscap. \s, 

Guyot (A.) Physical Geography. By Arnold Guyot, 

Author of " Earth and Man." In z voltune, large 4to., 128 pp., nume- 
rous coloured Diagrams, Maps and Woodcuts, price xor. td,, strong 
boards. 



ALE (E. E.) In His Name; a Story of the Dark 
Ages. Small post 8vo., cloth, 3^. td. 

Hacklander (F. W.) Bombardier H. and Cor- 
poral Dose ; or, Military Life in Prussia. First Series. 
The Soldier in Time of Peace. Translated (by permission of the Author) 
from the German of F. W. Haddander. By F. £. R. and H. £. R. 
Crown 8vo., cloth extra, 5J. 

Harrington (J.) Pictures of Saint George's Chapel, Wind- 
sor. Photographs. 4to. 631. 

Harrington's Abbey and Palace of Westminster. Photo- 
graphs. 5/. 5r. 

Harper's Handbook for Travellers in Europe and the 
East. New Edition, 1874. Post 8va Morocco tuck, xL xxs. 6d, 

Haswell (Chas. H.) The Engineers' and Mechanics' 

Pocket-Book. 30th Edition, revised and enlarged. z2mo, morocco 
tuck, Z4J. 

Hawthorne (Mrs. N.) Notes in England and Italy. Crown 

8vo. zor. 6k 
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Hayes (Dr.) Cast Away in the Cold; an Old Man's Story 

of a Yming Man's Adventures. By Dr. I. Isaac Hayes, Author of 
"The Open Polar Sea:" With numerous Illustrations. Gilt edges, 6s. 



' The Land of Desolation ; Personal Narrative of Ad- 

ventures in Greenland. Numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo., cloth 
extra. 14^. ^ 

Hazard (S.) Santo Domingo, Past and Present; With a 

Glance at Hayti. With iipwards of One Hundred and Fif^ beautiful 
Woodcuts and Maps, chieny from Designs and Sketches by the Author. 
Demy 8vo. cloth extra, z&r. 

Hazard (S.) Cuba with Pen and Pencil. Over 300 Fine 

Woodcut Engravings. New edition, 8vo. cloth extra. 15s. 

Hazlitt (William) The Round Table. (Bayard Series.) 
as, 6d. 

Healy (M.) Lakeville. 3 vols. il. lis. 6d, 

A Summer's Romance. Crown 8vo., cloth. lar. 6df. 

The Home Theatre. Small post 8vo. 3J. 6d. 

Out of the World. A Novel. Three Volumes 

crown 8vo, cloth extra, rl. iis. 6d. 

Henderson (A.) Latin Proverbs and Quotations; with 

Translations and Parallel Passages, and a copious English Index. By 
Alfred Henderson. Fcap. 4to., 530 pp. xor. 6(L 

Hearth Ghosts. By the Author of " Gilbert Rugge." 3 Vols. 

x/. z». 6d. 

Heber's (Bishop) Illustrated Edition of ^ymns. With 

upwards of zoo Designs engraved in the first style of art under the 
superintendence of J. D. Cooper. Small 4to. Handsomely bound, 
7*. 6d. 

Higginson (T. W.) Atlantic Essays. Small post 8vo. dr. 

Hitherto. By the Author of " The Gayworthys." New Edition, 
cloth extra. 3^. 6d. Also in Low's American Series. Double VoL or. 6d. 

Hofmann (Carl) A Practical Treatise on the Manufac- 
ture of Paper in all its Branches. Illustrated by One Hundred and 
Ten Wood Engravings, and Five large Folding Plates. In One Volume, 
4to, cloth ; about 400 pages. 3/. ijf. 6d, 

Holland (Dr.) Kathrina and Titcomb's Letters. See Low's 
American Series. 

Mistress of the Manse. 2j. 6d, See also Rose Library. 

Holmes (Oliver W.) The Guardian Angel ; a Romance. 

a vols. i6s. 



(Low's Copyright Series.) Boards, u. td, ; doth, zr. 
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Holmes (Oliver W.) Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. 

z2ino. If. Illustrated edition, y. 6(L 

The Professor at the Breakfast Table. 3^. 6d. 

-^ Songs in Many Keys. Post 8vo. 7j. 6d, 

Mechanism in Thought and Morals. i2mo. i^. 6d. 

Homespun, or Twenty Five Years Ago in America, by 
Thomas Lackland. Fcap. 8vo. 7X. 6el. 

Hoppin (Jas. M.) Old Country^ its Sceneiy, Art, and 
People. Post 8vo. -js. 6d. 

Howell (W. D.) Italian Journeys. i2mo. doth. Sf. 6ci, 

Hugo (Victor) "Ninety-Three." Translated by Frank 
Lee Benedict and J. Hain Friswell. New Edition. Illustrated. 
One vol. crown 8vo. dr. 

Toilers of the Sea. Crown 8vo. dr. ; fancy boards, 



as. ; cloth, as. 6eL ; Illustrated Edition, zof. 6d. 

Hunt (Leigh) and S. A. Lee, Elegant Sonnets, with 
Essay on Sonneteers. 2 vols. 8va \Zs. 

Day by the Fire. Fcap. dr. d/. 

Huntington (J.D., D.D.) Christian Believing. Crown Svo. 

Hutchinson (T. J.) Two Years in Peru; with Exploration 
of its Antiquities. By Thomas J. Hutchinson. Map by Daniel 
Barrera, and numerous Illustrations. In 2 vols., demy 8vo., cloth extra. 
2&r. 

Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer. See 
Bickersteth. 



LLUSTRATIONS of China and its People. 

By J. Thomson, F.R.G.S. Being Photographs from the 
Author's Negatives, printed in, permanent Pigments by the 
Autotype Process, and Notes from Personal Observation. 

*«* The complete work embraces 200 Photographs, with Letter-press 
Descriptions of the Places and People represented. Four Voiumcs^ 
imperial 410., each ;^ 3 y. 

Illustrated Books, suitable for Christmas, Birthday, or 

Wedding Presents. (The fuU titles of which will be found 

in the Alphabet.) 

Adventures of a Young Naturalist, jx. 6d, 

Alexander's Bush Fighting. x(Sf. 

Andersen's Fairy Tales, ay. 

Arctic Regions. Illustrated. 25 guineas. 

Art, Pictorial and Industrial. New Series, Vols. I. to III., i8j. each. 

Bida's Gospels of St. Matthew and St. John. 3/. 3^. each. 
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Illustrated Books, continued— 

Blackburn's Art in the Mountains. z». 

Artists and Arabs, js. 6iL 

Harz Mountains. X2s. 

Normandy Picturesque. x6s, 

Travelling in Spain. z6r. 

The Pyrenees. x8*. 

Bush's Reindeer, Does, &c. 12s, 6d, 

Butler's Great Lone Land. tj. 6d. 

Cadogan (Lady) Games of Patience. 12s. 6d. 

Chefs-d'oeuvre of Art. 4/. 14;. 6d, 

China. Illustrated. 4 vols. 3/. 3s. each vol. 

Christian Lyrics. 

Davies's Piig^rimage of the Tiber. jZs. 

Dream Book, by £. V. B. srzx. 6d. 

Duplessis' Wonders of Engraving, zu. 6d. 

Favourite English Poems, au. 

Flammarion's The Atmosphere. 30^. 

Fletcher and Kidder's Braxil. iSs. 

Goethe's Faust, illustrations by P. Konbwka. zof. 6d. 

Goufie's Royal Cookery Book.^ Coloured plates. 4U. 

■ ■ ■ Ditto. Popular edition. 10s. 6a. 

Book of Preserves. 10s. 6d, 

Haxard's Santa Domingo* z&s. 

Cuba. 15J. 

Heber (Bishop) Hymns. Illustrated edition. 7s. 6d. 

Ho>v to Build a House. By Viollet-ls-Duc. 8vo. 12s. 

Jacquemart's History of the Ceramic Art. 4^2S. 

Koldewey's North German Polar Expedition, i/. 15;. 

MacGahan's Campaigning on the Oxus. iSs. 

Markham (Capt.) Whaling Cruise to Baffin's Bay. js. 6d. 

Markham (Clements) Threshold of the Unknown Region. js.Sif. 

Markham's Cruise of the Rosario. t6s. 

Masterpieces of the Pitti Palace, 3/. ly. 6d. 

Milton's Paradise Lost. (Martin's plates). 3/. Z3f. td. 

My Lady's Cabinet. 2i«. 

Ocean to Ocean, los. 6d. 

Palliser (Mrs.) History of Lace. axx. 

Historic Devices, &c. aw. 

Pike's Sub-Tropical Rambles. zZs. 

Red Cross Knight (The]P. 25«. 

Sauzay's Wonders of Glass Making, xu. 6d 

Schiller's Lay of the Bell. x4f. 

Stanley's How I Found Livingstone. 7^. 6d. 

Coomassie and Magdala. xdr. 

' Sulivan's Dhow Chasing, x&r. 
Thomson's Straits of Malacca. 21^. 
Verne (Jules) Books. 8 vols. See Alphabet. 
Viardot, Wonders of Sculpture, xzs. 6d. 

Wonders of Italian Art. xa*. 6d. 

Wonders of European Art. la*. 6d, 

Werner (Carl) Nile Sketches. 2 Series, each 3/. xo*. 

In the Isle of Wight. Two volumes, crown 8vo., cloth. 21s, 

Is it Trae ? Being Tales Curious and WonderftiL Small post 
Svo., cloth extra. 4^. 



32 Sampson Low and Co,*s 




ACK HAZARD, a Story of Adventure by J. T. 
Trowbridgb. Numerous illustrations, small post. 3f. 6d. 

Jackson (H.) Argus Pairbaime; or, a Wrong 
Never Righted. By Henry Jackson, Author of "Hearth 
Ghosts," &c. Three volumes, crown 8vo., doth, 3U. 6d, 

Jacquemart (J.) History of the Ceramic Art : Descriptive 

and Analytical Study of the Potteries of all Times and of all Nations. 
By Albert Jacqurmart. sod Woodcuts by H. Catenacci and J. 
Jacquemart. 12 Steel-plate Engravings, and r,ooo Marks and Mono- 
grams. Translated by Mrs. Bury Pallisbr. In x voL, super royal 
Svo.^f about 700 pp., cloth extra, gilt edges, 4zr. [Recidy. 

" This is one of diose few gift books which, while they can certainly 
lie on a table and look beautiful, can also be read through with real 
pleasure and profit." — Times, December 13. 

Jessup (H. H.) The Women of the Arabs. With a Chapter 
for Children. By the Rev. Henry Harris Jbssup, D.D., seventeen 
years American Missionary in Syna. Crown 8vo., cloth extra, tos. 6d. 

Jilted. A Novel. 3 vols. il.iis,6d, 

Johnson (R. B.) Very Far West Indeed. A few rough 

Experiences on the North-West Pacific Coast. Cr. Svo. doth. xor. 6d» 
New Edition— the Fourth, fimcy boards, ar. 




EDGE Anchor, or Young Sailor's Assistant, by 

Wm. Brady. 8vo. xSl 

Rezman fG.) Tent Life in Siberia. ■3rd edition, dx. 
Kennaway (L. J.) Crusts. A Settler's Fare due South ; 

or. Life in New Zealand. Illusiratioiis by the Author. Crown Svo. 
doth extra. 5s. 

Kent (Chancellor) Commentaries on American Law. 

xatkedttkaik 4 vols. Svow ^ 
King (Clarence) Mountaineering in the Sierra Nevada. 

crown Sto. Third and Cheaper Editioii, docfa extra. 6c 

Tbe Timfs of Oct. aoih says : — "If we judge his dcsciipdans bj 
the vivid impressions they kave, ve feel inclined to gnre tfacaa Toy hi^ 



Knight (C.) A Romance of Acadia Two Centuries Ago. 
From a Skefidb by the late Chakles Kj^ight. In 3 toE& cnm Snik. 

I*. ILS. 6dC. 
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Koldewey (Capt.) The Second North German Polar 

Expedition in the Year 1869-70, of the Ships "Germania" and 
"Hansa," under command of Captain Koldewey. Edited and con- 
densed by H. W. Bates, Esq., and Translated by Louis Mercier, 
M.A. (Oxon.) Numerous Woodcuts^ Maps, and Chromo-lithographs. 
Royal 8vo, cloth extra, z^ 15^. 




ANE (Laura C. M.) Gentleman Venschoyle. 

3 vols. xL lis. 6d. 

Lang (Dr.) An Historical and Statistical Account 

of New South Wales, from the Founding of the Colofty 
in 1788 to the present day, including details of the remarkable discdveries 
of Gk)ld, Copper, and Tin in that Colony. By John Dunmorb Lang, 
D.D., A.M., Senior Minister of the Scotch Church, Sydney. Fourth 
Edition. In 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, x/. xs, 

Lang (J. D.) The Coming Event. 8vo. 12s. 
L'Estrange (Sir G. B.) Recollections of Sir George 

B. L'Estrange. With Heliotype reproductions. 8vo. cloth extra. 14^. 

Le Due (V.) How to Build a House. By Viollet Le Due, 

Author of "The Dictionary of Architecture," &c. Numerous Illustra- 
tions, Plans, &c One vol., medium 8vo, cloth, gilt edges. X2S. 

Annals of a Portress. Numerous Illustrations and 

Diagrams. Demy 8vo, cloth extra. [In the press. 

Lee (G. R.) Memoirs of the American Revolutionary 
War. 8vo. z6f. 

Lessing's Laocoon: an Essay upon the Limits of Painting 
and Poetry, with remarks illustrative of various points in the Historjr of 
Ancient Art. By Gotthold Ephraim Lbssing. A New Translation 
by Ellen Frothingham, crown 8vo. cloth extra. 5;. 

.Lindsay (W. S.) Histoiy of Merchant Shipping and 
Ancient Commerce. In 4 vols. Vols. I. and II., demy 8vo. 2Zf. each. 

Locker (A.) The Village Surgeon. A Fragment of Auto- 
biography. By Arthur Locker, Author of "Sweet Seventeen." 
Crown 8va, cloth. New Edition. 31. 6d, 

Little Preacher. 32mo. is, 

Longfellow (H. W.) The Poets and Poetiy of Europe: 

New Edition. 8va doth. x/. xx. ^ 

Loomis (Blias). Recent Progress of Astronomy. Post Svo. 
«— Practical Astronomy. Svo. lar. 
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Low's Half-Crown Series, choicely bound, cloth, gilt edges, 

small post 8vo. 

I. Sea-Oull Rock. By Jules Sandbau. Numerous Illustrations, 
a. The House on Wheels. By Madame Stolz. Numerous Illus- 
trations. 

3. The Mistress of the Manse. By Dr. Holland. 

4. Undine, and the Two Captains. By FouQui. Illustrations. 

5. Draxy Miller's Dowry and the Elder's Wife. 

6. The Pour Gold Pieces. By Madame Gouraud. Niunerous 

Illustrations. 

7. Pkciola ; or, The Prison Flower. By X. B. Saintinb. Nume- 

rous Illustrations. [In ihe^ss. 

Low's Copjrright and Cheap Editions of American 
Authors, comprising Popular Works, reprinted by arrange- 
ment with their Authors : — 



n 



z. Haunted Hearts. By the Author of " The Lamplighter.' 

9. The Guardian Angel. By ** The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table." 

3. The Minister's Wooing. By the Author of " Uncle Tom's Cabin." 

4. Views Afoot. By Bayard Taylor. 

5. Kathrina, Her Life and Mine. By J. G. Holland. 

6. Hans Brinker : or. Life in Holland. By Mrs. Dodge. 

7. Men, Women, and Ghosts. By Miss Phelps. 

8. Society and Solitude. By Ralph Waldo Emerson. 

9. Hedged In. By Elizabeth Phelps. 
zx. Faith Gartney. 

za. Stowe's Old Town Folks, u. 6d. ; doth, 3;. 
Z3. Lowell's Study Windows. 

Z4. My Summer in a Garden. By Charles Dudley Warnbb. 
z«. Pink and White Tyranny. By Mrs. Stowb. 
xo. We Qlrls. By Mrs. Whitney. 

to. Back-Log Studies. By Charles Dudley Warner, Author of 
'* My Summer in a Garden." 

** This is a delightful book.**— ^///m/tV: Monthly. 

ss. Hitherto. By Mrs. T. D. Whitney. Double Volume, sf* &^ 

fancy flexible boards. 
83. Farm Ballads, by ITili. Csrleton, price ONE SHILLIN& 

Low's Monthly Bulletin of American and Foreign Pabli- 

cations, forwarded r^^ulazly. Subscription sx. td. per annum. 

Low's Standard Library of Travel and Adventure. 
Crown 8vo. Bound uniformly in cloth extra, 7^. dd. each 
volume. 

X. The Great X^one Land. By W. F. Butler. With HhutratMos 

and M«f». Fifth Edition. 
«. The Wild North Land : the Story of a Winter Jooniey widi 

Dogs across Northern North America. By W. F. Butlsr. Wldk 

numerous Woodcuts and a Ma^ Fifth Edition. 

3. How I Pound Livingstone. By H. M. Stanley. Introdactocy 

Ch^^er on the Death of Livingstone, with a Br^ Memoir. 

4. The Threshold of the Unknown Region. By C R. Marc- 

ham. New Editmn (the thirdX With Maps and mnstr^ians. 

5. A Whaling Craise to Baffin's Bay and the Golf of Boothia. 

By A H. Markham. New F.dition. Two Maps ~-^ ' 

lUttstiations. 

V OAtr 
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Low's Standard Novels. Crown 8vo. 6j. each, doth extra. 

A Daughter of Heth. By W. Black. With Frontispiece by F. 

Walker, A.R.A. 
Kilxneny. A Novel. By W. Black 
In Silk Attire. Third Edition. 
Loma Doone. By R. D. Blackmorb. 
Cradock No^vell. By R. D. Blackmorb. 
Clara Vaughan. By R. D. Blackmorb. 
Innocent. By Mrs. Oliphant. Eight Illustrations. 
Work : a Story of Experience. By Louisa M. Alcott. Illustrations. 

{See also " Rose Library.") 
Mistress Judith : a Cambridgeshire Story. By C. C. Frazbr- 

Tytler. 
Ninety-Three. By Victor Hugo. Numerous illustrations. 

Low's Handbook to the Charities of London for 1874. 

Edited and Revised to February, 1875, by Charlbs Mackeson, F.S.S., 
Editor of " A Guide to the Churches of London and its Suburbs," &c 
Price IS. 

Lunn (J. C.) Only Eve. 3 vols. 31J. 6d, 

Lyne (A. A.) The Midshipman's Trip to Jerusalem. 

With illustration. Third Edition, Crown 8vo., doth. 10s, 6d, 

Lyra Sacra Americana. Gems of American Poetry, selected 
and arranged, with Notes and Biographical Sketches, by C. D. Clbvb- 
LAND, D.X)., author of the '* MUton Concordance." xSmo. 4s. 6d, 



AC GAHAN (J. A.) Campaigning on the Oxus 

and the Fall of Khiva. With Map and numerous Illustra- 
tions. Third Edition. Demy Svo., cloth extra, iSs. 

Macgregor (John,) " Rob Roy " on the Baltic. 

Third Edition, small post 8vo. 2s. 6d, 

Macgregor (John). A Thousand Miles in the <* Rob 

Roy*' Canoe. Eleventh Edition. Small post, 8vo. zs.6d* 




Description of the " Rob Roy " Canoe, with 

plans, &c If. 



The Voyage Alone in the Yawl " Rob Roy." 

Second Edition. Small post, 8vo. 5^ . 

Mahony (M. F.) A Chronicle of the Fermors ; Horace 
Walpole in Love. By M. F. Mahomy. 2 vols, demy 8vo., with 
steel portrait. 24;. 

Manigault, The Maid of Florence ; or, a Woman's Ven- 
geance. 35. td. 

M^rch (A.) Anglo-Saxon Reader. 8vo. 7^. 6d, 

— Comparative Grammar of the Anglo-Saxon Lan- 
guage. 8vo. 12s. . 



26 Sampson Low and CoJs 



Marcy (R. B.) Thirty Years of Army Life. Royal Svo. 

Z2J. 



Prairie and Overland Traveller. 2s, 6d. 



Marigold Manor. By Miss Waring. With IntroducdcHi by 
Rev. A. Skwrll. With lUustratioiis. Small post 8vo. 4f. 

Markham (A. H.) The Cruise of the « Rosario." By 
A. H. Markham, Commander, R.N. 8vo. doth extra, with Map and 
Ulustrations. zdr. 

A Whaling Cruise to Baffin's Bay and the Gulf 

of Boothia. With an Account of the Rescue, by his Ship, of the 
Survivors of the Crew of the '* Polaris ; " and a Description of Modem 
Whale Fishins. Second and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 2 Maps 
and several Ilmstrations. Cloth extra, fs, 6d. 

Markham (C. R.) The Threshold of the Unknown Region. 

Crown 8vo. with Maps and Illustrations. Third Edition, cloth extra, 

Marlitt (Miss) The Princess of the Moor. Taudmitz Trans- 
lations. 

Marsh (G. P.) Origin and Histoiy of the English Lan- 
guage. 8va x6r. 

The Earth, as modified hy human action, being 



a New Edition of *' Man and Nature." Royal Sva, cloth, i8x. 
Lectures on the English Language. Svo. 15X. 



Martin's Vineyard. By Agnes Harnson. Crown Svo. doth, 
zor. 6d, 

Mason (C. W.) The Rape of the Gamp. 3 vols. 31J. 6d, 

[Ih tke^ress. 

Masterpieces of the Pitti Palace, and other Picture Gal-> 
leries of Florence, wdth some Account of the Artists and 
their Paintings. Atlas 4ta handsomely bound in cloth extra, gilt 
edges. 3/. 13*. td. 

Masters (The) of Cla3rthorpe. By the Author of ••Only 
Eve." 3 vols. cn>«m 8vo. doth. 31*. td, 

Matthews (Wm.) ^^ Getting on in the World. 

Maury (Commander) Physical Geography of the Sea and 

its M eteorology . Bemg a Reconstruction and Enlaxgcmcnt ofliis fonncr 
Work ; with illustrative Charts and DisMnrams. New Edhioo. Cnnni 
8vo. 6r. 
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May (J. W.) A Treatise on the Law of Insurance. 

Third Edition. 8vo. 38^. 

McMullen*s History of Canada. 8vo. idr. 

Mercier (Rev. L.) Outlines of the Life of the Lord Jesus 

Christ, a vok. crown 8vo. 15^. • 

Michell (N.) The Heart's Great Rulers, a Poem, and 

Wanderings from the Rhine to the South Sea Islands. Fcap. Svo. y.6d. 

Milton's Complete Poetical Works ; with Concordance by 
W. D. Cleveland. New Edition. Svo. lor. ; morocco x/. xs. 



Paradise Lost, with the original Steel Engravings of 

John Martik. Printed on large paper, royal 4to. hands(»nely bound. 
3/. xy. 6d. 

Miss Dorothy's Charge. By Frank Lee Benedict, Author 

of *' My Cousin Elenor." 3 vols, crown Svo. 31J. 6d. 

Missionary Geography (The); a Manual of Missionary 
Operations in all parts of the World, with Map and Illustrations. Fcap. 
y. 6d. 

Mistress Judith. A Cambridgeshire Story. By C. C. 
Fraser-Tvtlkr, Author of "Jasmine Leigh.** A New and Cheaper 
Edition. In one volume, small post Svo., cloth extra. 6s. * 

Monk of Monk's Own. 3 vols. 31X. 6d, 

Montaigne's Essays. See Gentle Life Series. 

Morgan's Macaronic Poetry. i6mo. 12^. 

Mountain (Bishop) Life of. By his Son. Svo. tor. (td, 

Mundy (D. L.) Rotomahana, or the Boiling Springs of 

Ne^v Zealand. Sixteen Photographs, with descriptive Letterpress. 
By D L. MuNDV. Edited by Dr. F. Von Hochstetter. Imperial 
4to. cloth extra. 42^. 

My Cousin Maurice. A Novel. 3 vols. Cloth, 31J. (xt. 

My Lady's Cabinet. Charmingly Decorated with Lovely 
Drawings and Exquisite Miniatures. Contains Seventy-five Pictures. 
Royal 4to., and very handsomely bound in cloth, x/. xj. 



APOLEON I., Recollections of. By Mrs. Abell. 

Third Edition. Revised with additional matter by her daugh- 
ter, Mrs. Charles Johnstone. Demy Svo. With Steel 
Portrait and Woodcuts. Cloth extra, gilt edges, xof. 6<L 
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Napoleon III. in Exile : The Posthmnous Works and Un- 
published Autographs. Collected and arranged by Count db la 
Chapeixk. 8 vc, cloth extra. 14J. 

Narrative of Edward Crewe, The. Personal Adventures 
and Experiences in New Zealand. Small post 8vo., cloth extra. 5^ . 

Never Again: a Novel. By Dr. Mayo, Author of "Kaloo- 
lah.** New and Cheaper Editioo, in One VoL,- small post 8to. 6s, 
Cheapest edition, fimcy boards, a«. 

New Testament. The Authorized English Version ; with the 
various Readii)|;s from the most celebrated Manuscripts^ including the 
Sinaitic, the Wtican^and the Alexandrian MSS., in English. With 
Notes by iht Editor, Dr. Tischbndokf. The whcde revised and care- 
fully collected for the Thousandth Voltime of Baron Tauchniti^s Collec- 
tion. Qoth flexibk, gilt edges, a*. 6tL ; cheaper style, 9S. ; or sewed, 

Noel (Hon. Roden) Livingstone in Africa; a Poena. 
By the Hon. Rodbn Noel, Author of ** Beatrice,** &c. Post 8vo., limp 
doth extra, as; 6d, 

Nordhoff (C.) California : for Health, Pleasure, and Resi- 
dence. A Book for Travellers and Settlers. Numerous lUustratiaiis, 
8va, doth extra, zaf. 6dL 

Northern California, Oregon, and the Sandwich 



Islands. Square 8vob, doth extra, price zxr. 

Nbthing to Wear, and Two Millions. B7 WuxiAif 
Alukn Butuul x«. 

Nystrom's Mechanic's Pocket Book. 12th edition. i8j. 



CEAN to Ocean. Sandford Fleming's Expedition 
through r'-»^^» in X87S. By the Rev. Gbobgs M. Gbajct, 
With Sixty Ilfaistzaliaiis. Deny Sro., dodi extra, ppL 37X. 
xor. 6tL 

Old Fashioned Giri. See Alcott. 

Old Masters. Da Yind, Baitolomeo, Michael Angelo, Ro- 
magna. Carlo Doid, &c., &c. Rqaodnced in Photography from the 
Cdehnted EnsraTings by Lonriu, Andciloni, Gara^ai^ia, Toschi, aad 
Raimondi, in the CcUcction of Prints and Dvawings in the British 
Museum, vith Bi<^r^>hical Notices. By Stepkex Tboaipsox. Impeiial 
fclio, dodi extra. a^L X3C 6^ 




OUphant (Mrs.) Innocent. A Talc of Modem Life. B^ 
Mrs. OumAKT, Author of '* The Chronicles of Carlingfbrd,' &c., &c 
Widi £i^ fnII.IHiCe lUttstratkms. SmaU post 8va, cmh extra. 6s. 
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One Only ; A Novd. By Eleanor C. Price. 2 vols. Crown 

8V0., cloth, 2M. 

Only Eve. By Mrs. J: Calbraith Lunn, Three Vols. 

post 8vo. cloth. 3Zf. 6d. 

Our American Cousins at Home. By Vera, Author of 

" Under the Red Cross." lUustxated with Pen and Ink Sketches, by 
the Author, and several fine Photographs. Crown 8vo, doth. ^. 

Our Little Ones in Heaven. Edited by Rev. H. Robbins. 
With Frontispiece after Sir Joshua Rbynolds. Second Edition. 
Fcap. 2f' ^ 

ALLISER (Mrs.) A History of Lace, from the 

Earliest Period. A New and Revised Edition, with upwards 
of zoo Illustrations and coloured Designs, z ypl. 8vo. iL is. 

[New Edition in the prets. 

One of the most readable books of the season ; permanently valuable, 
always interesting, often amusing, and not inferior in all the essentials 
of a gift book.*'— TVm^f. 

Historic Devices, Badges, and War Cries. 8vo. 

z/. z«. 

The China Collector's Pocket Companion. With 




upwards of z,ooo Illustrations of Marks and Monograms. Second 
Edition, with Additions. Small post 8vo., limp cloth, 51. 

" We scarcely need add that a more trustworthy and convenient hand- 
book does not exist, and that others besides ourselves will feel grateful 
to Mrs. Palliser for the -care and skill she has bestowed upon it." — 
Academy. 

Parsons (T.) A Treatise on the Law of Marine Insurance 
and General Average. By Hon. Thbophilus Parsons, a vols. 8vo. 
3/. 3*. 

A Treatise on the Law of Shipping. 2 vols. 8vo. 



'3^- 3*- 

Parisian Family. From the French of Madame GuizoT Db 
Witt. Fcap. 5X. 

Phelps (Miss) Gates Ajar. 32mo. dd. 

— Men, Women, and Ghosts. i2mo. Sd, ij.6rf. ; d. 2s. 

Hedged In. i2mo. Sewed, Ix* dd. ; doth, 2x. 

Silent Partner. 5^, 

Trotty's Wedding Tour. Small post Svo. jj. &/. 

What to Wear. Foolscap 8vo., fimcy boards. 



' I 
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Phillips (I».) Dictionary of Biographical Reference. Svo. 

\L lis. 6d. 

Phillips' Law of Insurance. 5th Edition, 2 vols. 3/. 31. 
Picture Gallery of British Art (The). Thirty-eight heantifiil 

and Permanent Photographs after the most celebrated English Painters. 
With Descriptive Letterpress. Vols, i to 3, doth, extra, z8x. each. 

Pike (N.) Suh-Tropical Ramhles in the Land of the 

Apluuiapteryz. In x voL demy Svo. iBs. Profusely Illustrated fix>m 
the Author's own Sketches, also with Maps and valuable Meteorological 
Charts. 

Plattner^s Manual of Qualitative and Quantitative Ana- 
lysis with the Blow-Pipe. From the last German Edition, revised and 
enlarged. By Prof. Th. Richter, of the Royal Saxon Mining Academy . 
Tran^ted by Prof. H. B. Cornwalx, Assistant in the Columbia 
School of Mines, New York. Illustrated with 87 Woodcuts and z 
Lith<M;Faphic Plate. Second Edition, revised and reduced in price. 
8vo. doth. SIS. 6d. 

Plutarch's Lives. An Entirely New and Library Edition. 
Edited by A. H. Clough, Esq. 5 vols. 8va, al. lof. ; half morocco, 
top gilt, 3/. 

Morals. Uniform with Clough's Edition of " Lives of 

Fhitarcfa." Edited by Professor Goodwin. 5 vols. Svo. 3/. y* 

Poe (E. A.) The Works of. 4 vols. 2/. 2r. 

Poems of the Inner Life. A New Edition, Revised, with 
many additional Poems, inserted by permission of tbe AnthoR. Small 
post 8va., doth. 5^. 

Polar Expedition. Set Koldeway and Markham. 

Poor (H. V.) Manual of the Railroads of the United 

States for 1874-5; Showing their Mileage;, Stocics^ ^?>ds^ ^^°^> 
Earnings Expen s e ^ and Org antafiww, with a Sketch of their Rise, ftc 
I ToL 8m. 94*. 

Portraits of Celebrated Women. By C A. STE.-BsnvK. 



Treatise on the Manu£icture of Colours 

far Faintiar. , By MM. Ritfault, Vbbcnavd and TocssAorr. Re- 
vised and Edited fay M. F. Mai^ktbtkb. Translated finom the Ficacfa 
by A. A. FasQUBT. Illustrated by 85 E n gr avin gs. Svou, 311. 6dl 

Pieces Veterum. Collet ct edidit Joannes F. Fnmce. Crown 
8tol, doth, red edges. 51. 

Plea (M* T.) Otnamn Primer. Square doth. 2c 6Ji 



List of Ptiblicatums. 3 1 

Prime (I.) Fifteen Years of Prayer. Small post 8vo., cloth. 

(E. D. G.) Around the World. Sketches of Travel 

through Many Lands and over Many Seas, 8vo./Illustrated. 14^. 

(W. Cv) I go a- Fishing. Small post 8yo., cloth. 5^. 




Publishers' Circular (The), and General Record of British 

and Foreign Literature ; giving a transcript of the title-page of every 
work puhlished in Great Britain, and every work of interest published 
abroad^ with lists of all the publishing houses. 

Published regularly on the ist and xsth of every Month, and forwarded 
post free to all parts of the world on payment of Zs. per annum. 



ALSTON (W. R. S.) Early Russian History. 

Four Lectures delivered at Oxford by W. R, S. Ralston, 
M.A. Crown 8vo., doth extra. 5;. 

Randolph (Mrs.) Clarice Adair. 3 vols. i/. iij.6^. 
Rasselas, Prince of Abyssinia. By Dr. Johnson. With 

Introduction by the Rev. Wiluam West, Vicar of Nairn. (Bayard 
Series.) as. 6eC 

Reminiscences of America in 2869, by Two Englishmen. 

Crown 8vo. 71. ttL 

Reynard the Fox. The Prose Translation by the late Thomas 
RoscOE. With about xoo exquisite Illustrations on Wood, afler designs 
by A. J. Elwes. Imperial x6mo. cloth extra, js. 6d, 

Richardson (A. S.) Stories from Old English Poetiy. 
Small post 8vo., cloth. 5;. 

Ri£fault (MM.) A Practical Treatise on the Manufacture 

of Colours for Painting. Illustrated. 3XX. 6d, 

Rivington*s (F.) Life of St. Paul. With map, 5^. 

Rochefoucauld's Reflections. Flexible cloth extra. 2s. 6d, 
(Bayard Series.) 

Rogers (S.) Pleasures of Memoxy. Sie *' Choice Editions 
of Choice Books." st. 



Rohlfs (Dr. G.) Adventures in Morocco and Journeys 
through the Oases of Draa and Tafilet. By Dr. Gerhard Rohlfs, 
Gold Medallist of the Royal Geographical Society. Translated from 
die German. With an Introduction hy Winwood Rbade. Demy 8vo. 
Map, and Portrait of the Author, cloth extra, 12s. 
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Rose Libraiy (The). Popular Literature of all countries, is, 
each volume. Many of the volumes are Illustrated. The 
following volumes are now ready :— 

X. Sea-GuU Rock. By Jules Sandbau. Illustrated. 
8. Little VS^omen. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

3. Little Women ^Vedded. (Forming a Sequel to " Little Women.*! 

4. The House on Wheels. By Madame de Stolz. Illustrated. 

5. Little Men. ByLouiSA M. Alcott. 

6. The Old-Fashioned Girl. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

7. The Mistress of the Manse. By J. G. Holland. 

8. Timothy Titcomb's Letters to Young: People. Single and 

Married. 

9. Undine, and the Two Captains. By Baron De La Motte 
. FouQUE. A TitMt Translation by F. £. Bunnett. Illustrated. 

la Draxy Miller's Dowry and the Elder's ^Vife. By Saxe Holm. 

zi. The Four Gold Pieces. By Madame Gouraud. Numerous 
Illustrations. [In the press. 

13. Work : a Story of Experience. First Portion. By Louisa M. 

Alcott. [Niearfy ready. 

X3. Beginning: Again: being a continuation of "Work." By Louisa 
M. Alcott. {Nearly ready. 

14. Picciola ; or. The Prison Flower. By X. B. Saintine. Nu- 

merous graphic Illustrations. [In the Press. 

Notice.— ThcVohimts in this Series will also be published in a more 
expensive form on fine toned paper, cloth extra, gilt edges, at 
2S. 6d. or y. 6d. each, according to size, &c. 

ANTO DOMINGO, Past and Present. Sm 
Hazard. 

Sauzay (A,) Marvels of Glass Making. Nu- 
merous Illustrations. Demy 8vo. X3X. 6d. 

Schiller's Lay of the Bell, translated by Lord Lytton. With 
4a illustrations after Retsch. Oblong 4to. lis. 

School Books. See Classified. 

School Prizes. See Books. 

Schuyler (E.) Turkistan. Notes of a Journey in the Russian 

Provinces of Central Asia and the Khanates of Bokhara and Kokand. 
By Eugene Schuyler, Secretary of American Legation, St. Petersburg. 

[In tht press, 

Schweinfiirth (Dr. G.) The Heart of Africa ; or, Three 
Years' Travels and Adventures in the Unexplored Regions of the Centre 
of Africa. By Dr. Gborg Schweinpurth. Transited bv Ellen £. 
Frewer. Two voltimes, 8vo., upwards of 500 pages each, with 130 
Woodcuts from Drawings made by the Author, and a Maps. am. 

[Second Edition. 
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Sea- Gull Rock. By Jules Sandeau, of the French Aca- 
demy. Translated by Robert Black, M.A. With Seventy-nine 
very beautiful Woodcuts. Royal x6mo., cloth extra, gilt edges, js. 6d. 
Cheaper Edition, cloth gilt, zr. 6d. See also Rose Library. 

*' It deserves to please the new nation of boys to whom it is presented." 
— Times, 

Sedgwick, (T.) Treatise on the Measure of Damages. Svo. 

6th Edition. 2/. 5;. 

Silent Hour (The), Essays original and selected, by the author 
of "The Gentle Life.** Second edition, d*. 

Silliman (Benjamin) Life of, by G. P. Fisher. 2 vols. 

crown 8vo. x/. 4J. 

Simson (W.) A History of the Gipsies, with specimens of 

the Gipsy Language, lof. (td. 

Smith (G.) Assyrian Explorations and Discoveries. 
By George Smith (of the British Museum). Illustrated by Photographs 
and numerous Woodcut Illustrations of his recent Discoveries. Demy 
8vo. x8j. 

Smith and Hamilton's French Dictionaxy. 2 vols. Cloth, 

au. : half roan, 2ax. 

Socrates. Memoirs, from Xenophon's Memorabilia. By 

E. Levibn. Flexible cloth, aj. (>d. Bayard Series. 

Spayth (Heniy) The American Draught-Player. 2nd 

edition, xarao. X2f. dd. 
St. Cecilia, a modem tale of Real Life. 3 vols, post 8vo. 

3XX. 6</. 

Stanley (H. M.) How I Found Livingstone. Crown 8yo., 

cloth extra. 7^ . 6^. 

\* This Edition has been revised most carefully from beginning to end, 
and all matters of a personal or irrelevant character omitted. 

" My Kalulu," Prince, King, and Slave. A Story 

from Central Africa. Crown 8vo., about 430 pp., with numerous graphic 
Illustrations, after Original Designs by the Author. CloUi, 7^. td, 

Coomassie and Magdala : A Story of Two British 

Campaigns in Africa. Demy 8vo., with Maps and Illustrations, its. 
Second Edition. 

"We ar6 struck throughout his volume by the shrewdness of his 
surmises when he is guessing in the dark, and of the frequency with 
which his hurried judgments are confirmed." — Times. 
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Steele (Thos.) Under the Palms. A Volume of Verse. By 
Thomas Stkblb, translator of "An Eastern Love Story." Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, 5*. 

Stewart (D.) Outlines of Moral Philosophy, by Dr. McCosh. 

New edition. z2mo. 3;. 6d. 
Mental Philosophy. i2mo. 2s, 6d. 

Stolz (Madame) The House on Wheels. Small post 8vo 

as. Id. See also Rose Library. 

Stone (J. B.) A Tour with Cook Through Spain. Illus- 
trated by Photographs. Crown 8vo., cloth, ts. 

Stories of the Great Prairies, from the Novels of J. F. 

CooPSR. With ntunerous illustrations. 5*. 

Stories of the Woods, from J. F. Cooper. 5^. 

Sea, from J. F. Cooper. 5^. 

Stoiy without an End, from the German of Carove, by the 
late Mrs. Sarah T. Austin, crown 410. with 15 exquisite drawings by 
£. V. B., printed in colours in facsimile of the original water colours, 
and numerous other illustrations. New edition, ^s, 6d. 



square, with illustrations by Harvey, zs, 6d. 

of the Great March, a Diary of General Sherman's 

Campaign through Georgia and the Carolinas. Numerous illustrations. 
x2mo. cloth, js. 6d. 

Stowe (Mrs. ISeecher). Dred. Tauchnitz edition. i2mo. 3^. 6ei. 

Geography, with 60 illustrations. Square qloth, 4s. 6d. 

' Little Foxes. Cheap edition, is, ; library edition, 4f. 6d, 

Minister's Wooing. 5^. ; copyright series, is. 6d. 

cloth, as. 

Old Town Folk. dr. Cheap Edition, 2j. 6d, 

Old Town Fireside Stories. Cloth extra. 3^. 6d. 

My Wife and I; or, Harry Henderson's His- 



tory. Small post 8vo, cloth extra. 6s. 

Pink and White Tyranny. Small post 8vo. 3^. 6d, 



Cheap Edition, is. 6d, and as. 

Queer Little People, is, ; cloth, zs, 

Chimney Comer, is, ; doth, is. 6d, 

The Pearl of Orr*s Island. Crown 8vo. $5, 

Little Pussey Willow. Fcap. 2s, 

Woman in Sacred History. Illustrated with 15 



chrcftno-lithographs and about 200 pages of letterpress, forming one of 
the most eles[ant and attractive volumes ever published. Demy 4to., 
cloth extra, gUt edges, price z^. 5^ . 
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STORY'S (JUSTICE) WORKS: 

Commentaries on the Law of Agency, as a Branch 
of Commercial and Maritime Jurisprudence. 8th Edition. 
8vo. z/. iss. 

Commentaries on the Law of Bailments. 8th Edition. 

8vo. x/. Its, 6d, 

Commentaries on the Law of Bills of Exchange, 
Foreign and Inland, as administered in England and America. 
4th EcOtion. 8vo. z/. iis. 6d, 

Commentaries on the Conflict of Laws, Foreign 

and Domestic, in regard to Contracts, Rights, and Remedies, 
and especially in regard to Marriages, Divorces, Wills, Successions, 
and Judgments, ^m Edition. 8vo. x/. x$i. 

Commentaries on the Constitution of the United 

States ; with a Preliminary Review of the Constitutional History 
of the Colonies and States before the adoption of the Constitution. 
4th Edition, a vols. 8vo. 3/. y. 

Commentaries on the Law of Partnership as a branch 
of Commercial and Maritime Jurisprudence. 6th Edition, 
by E. H. Bbnnbtt. 8vo. x/. xis. 6d. 

Commentaries on the Law of Promissory Notes, 

and Guarantees of Notes and Cheques on Banks and Bankers. 6th 
Edition ; by E. H. Bbnnbtt. 8vo. z/. xij. 6d, 

Commentaries on Equity Pleadings and the Inci- 
dents relating thereto, according to the Practice of the Courts of 
Equity of England and America. 8th Edition. 8vo. xL xis. 6d. 

Commentaries on Equity Jurisprudence as admi- 
nistered in England and America, xzth Edition. 3/. X5X. 

Treatise on the Law of Contracts. By William 
W. Story. 4th Edition, a vols. 8va 3/. 15^. 

Treatise on the Law of Sales of Personal Property. 

4th Edition, edited by Hon. J. C Pbrkins. 8vo. x/. xis. 6eL 

Sub -Tropical Rambles. See Pike (N.) 

Suburban Sketches, by the Author of "Venetian Life." 
Post 8vo. 6x. 

Sullivan (G. C.) Dhow Chasing in Zanzibar Waters and 

on the Eastern Coast of Africa ; a Narrative of Five Years' Expe- 
riences in the suppression of the Slave Trade. With Illustrations from 
Photographs and Sketches taken on the spot by the Author. Demy 8vo, 
cloth extra. x6f. Second Edition. 

Summer in Leslie Qoldthwaite's Life, by the Author of 
*' The Gayworthys/' Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo. %i. 60. 
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Sweet not Lasting. A Novel, by Annie B. Lefurt. 

z voL crown 8vo., cloth, xof. 6</. 

Swiss Family Robinson, iimo. 3^. 6^. 



AUCHNITZ'S English Editions of German 
Authors. Each volume cloth flexible, sf. ; or sewed, zx. 6d. 
The following are now ready : — 

On the Heights. By B. Aubrbach. 3 vols. 

In the Year '13. By Fritz Reutsr. z vol 

Faust. By Gobthb. z voL 

L'Arrabiata. By Paol HAvsb. z vol. 

The Princess, and other Tales. By Heinrich Zschokkb. z vol 

Lessing's Nathan the ^Vise, and Emilia Galotti. 

Hacklander's Behind the Counter, translated by Mary Howitt. 
2 vols. 

Three Tales. By W. Hauff. 

Joachim v. Kamern ; Diary of a Poor Young Lady. By M. 

Nathusius. 
Poems by Ferdinand Freiligrath. Edited by his daughter. 
Gabriel. From the German of Paul Hbvsb. By Arthur Milmam. 
The Dead Lake, and other Tales. By P. Hbvsb. 
Through Night to Light. By Gvtzkow. 

Flower, Fruit, and Thorn Pieces. By Jban Paul Richtbr. 

a vols. 

The Princess of the Moor. By Miss Marlitt. s vols. 

An Egyptian Princess. By G. Ebbrs. 3 vols. 

Ekkehard. By J. V. Schbffel. a vols. 

Barbarossa and other Tales. By Paul Hbvsb. From the German. 
By L. C. S. 

Wilhelm Meister's Apprenticeship. By Gobthb. a vols. 

Tauchnitz (B.) German and English Dictionary, Ps^r, 
xs. : doth, \s. 6d, ; roan, or. 

French and English. Paper is, 6d. ; cloth, zs. ; 



roan, af. 6tL 

Italian and English. Paper, is. 6d. ; doth, 2s. ; 



roan, as. 6d. 

Spanish and English. Paper, is, 6d, ; cloth, 2J.; 



roan, af . 6d, 

New Testament. Cloth, 2s, ; gilt, 2s, 6d, 
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Tayler (C. B.) Sacred Records, Ac, in Verse. Fcap. Svo^ 

doth extra, v-ftd. 

Taylor (Bayard) The Byeways of Europe; Visits by Unfre- 
quented Routes to ReinaricaMe Places. By Bavaxd TayxjOK, author 
of "Views Afoot." 2 vols, post Sfo. x6r. 

Travels in Greece and Russia. Post 8yo. 7j. 6dl 

Northern Europe. Post 8to. Clotfa« Sr. 6^. 

Egypt and Iceland. &r. 6^ 

Beauty and the Beast. Crown Svo. lOf. 6</. 

A Summer in Colorado. Post Svo. yx. 6^. 

Joseph and his Friend. Post Svo. lor. 6^ 

Views Afoot. Enamelled boards, i x. 6c^ ; cloth, 2J. 

See Low's Copyright Edition. 

Tennjrson's May Queen ; choicely Illastrated from designs by 
the Hon. Mrs. Boylb. Crown 8va See Choice Series. s«. 

Thomson (J.) The Straits of Malacca, Indo-China, and 

China ; or, Ten Years' Travels, Adventures, and Residence Ahroad. 
By J. Thomson, F.RG.S., Author of "Illustrations of China and its 
People." Upwards of 60 Woodcuts, firom the Author's own Photographs 
and Sketches. Demy Svo, cloth extra, ax^. 

Thomson (W. M.) The Land and the Book. With 300 

Illustrations, s vols. z/. xs. 

Timothy Titcomb's Letters to Young People, Single and 

Married. Cloth, ax. (See also Rose Library.) 
Tinne (J. E.) The Wonderland of the Antipodes : 

Sketches of Travel in the North Island of New Zealand. Illustrated 
with numerous Photographs. Demy 8vo., cloth extra. x6f. 

Tischendorf (Dr.) The New Testament. See New Testa- 
menL 

Tolhausen (A.) The Technological Dictionary in the 

French, English, and German Languages. Containing the Technical 



Terms used in the Arts, Manufactures, and Industrial_Afrairs generadly. 

le. This Work Mrill be completed in Three Parts. 
The First Part, containing French-German-English, crown 8vo. a vols. 



Revised and Augmented by M. Louis Tolhausen, French Consul at 
Leipzig. This Work Mrill be completed in Three Psuts. 



sewed, 8f . ; x vol. half roan, 9; . 

The Second Part, containing English-German-French, crown Svo. 
3 vols, sewed, 8f. ; x vol. bound, ox. 

The Third Fart, containing German-English-French, is in prepara- 
tion. 

TroUope (A.) Harry Heathcote of Gangoil. A Story of 

Bush Life in Australia. With graphic Illustrations. In x voL Small 
post, cloth extra, 5X. 

Tuckermann (C. K.) The Greeks of To-day. Crown Svo. 
doth. 7x. td. 
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Twenty Years Ago. (Fonning Volame 3 of the John Hali£u 

Series of Girls' Books). Small post 8vo. 4^. 

Twining (Miss). Illustrations of the Natural Orders of 
Plants, with Groups and Descriptions. By Elizabeth TwininGw 
Reduced from the folio edition, splendidly illustrated in colourf from 
nature, a vols. Royal 8vo. 5/ 5/. 

Under Seal of Confession. By Averil Beaumont, 

Author of *' Thomicroft's ModeL" 3 vols, crown 8vo., cloth. 3x1. 6d. 



ANDENHOPP'S (George), Clerical Assistant 

Fcap. y, td. 




Ladies' Reader (The). Fcap. 5^. 



Varia ; Rare Readings from Scarce Books, by the author of 

" The Gentle Life." Reprinted by permission from the " Saturday Re- 
iriew,* " Spectator," &c dx. 

Vaux (Calvert). Villas and Cottages, a new edition, with 

300 designs. 8vo. zsr. 

VERNE'S (JULES) WORKS. 

Pive Weeks in a Balloon. New Edition. Numerous 

Illustrations, printed on Toned Paper, and uniformly with " Around 
the World," &c. Square crown 8vo. 71. (td, 

Meridiana : Adventures of Three Englishmen and 

Three Russians in South Africa. Translated from the French. 
With Numerous Illustrations. Royal x6mo., cloth extra, gilt 
edges. ^5. 6d. 

The Pur Country. Crown 8vo. With upwards of 80 
Illustrations. Cloth extra, tos. 6d. 

Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea. Trans- 
lated and Edited by the Rev. L. P. Mbrcibr, M.A. With 1x3 
very Graphic Woodcuts. Large post 8vo., cloth extra, gilt edges. 
lot. 6d. 

Around the World in Eighty Days. Numerous Illus- 
trations. Square crown 8vo. js. 6d. 

Prom the Earth to the Moon, and a Trip Round It. 

Numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo., cloth, gilt edges, xos, 6d. 
New Edition. 

A Floating City and the Blockade Runners. Con- 
taining about ^o very fine Full-page Illustrations. Square crown 
8vo. Cloth, gilt edges, js. 6d. 

Dr. Ox's Experiment ; Master 2acharius ; A Drama 
in the Air ; A Winter Amid the Ice, &c. Numerous full-page 
Illustrations. Cloth, gilt edges, ns. 6d. 

Viardot (L.) Wonders of Italian Art, numerous photo- 
graphic and other illustrations. Demy 8va X2S, 6d, 
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Viardot (L.) Wonders of Painting, numerous photographs 

and other illtistrations. Demy 8vo. J2s. 6ti, 

Wonders of Sculpture. Numerous Illustrations. 



Demy 8vo. isf. &/. 

Vincent (P.) The Land of the White Elephant: Sights 
and Scenes in South-Eastern Asia. With Maps, Plans, and Illustrations. 
8vo. cloth extra, x&r. 



ALLER (Rev. C. H.) The Names on the Gates 

of Pearl, and other Studies. By the Rev. C. H. Wallbr, 
M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6s. 

Warburton's (Col. Egerton) Journey across 
Australia. An Account of the Exploring Expedition sent out by 
Messrs. Elder aiid Hughes, under the command of Colonel Egerton 
Warburton ; giving a full Account of his Perilous Journey from the 
centre to Roebourne, Western Australia. With Illustrations and a Map. 
Edited, with an Introductory Chapter, by H. W. Bates, Esq., of the 
Royal Geographical Society. [/« the press. 

Warner (C D.) My Summer in a Garden. Boards, u. 6^.; 

doth, ar. (Low's Copyright Series.) 




' Back-log Studies. Boards is, 6d.; cloth 2s. (LoVs 
Copirright Series.) 

Webster (Daniel) Life of, by Geo. T. Curtis. 2 vols. 8vo. 

Cloth. 36J. 
Weppner (M.) The Northern Star and Southern Cross. 

Being the Personal Experiences, Impressions, and Observations of Mar- 
garetha Weppner, in a Voyage Round the World. 2 vols. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. 2+s. [In the press. 

Werner (Carl), Nile Sketches, Painted from Nature during 

his travels through Egypt. Imperial folio, in Cardboard Wrapper. 3/. \os. 

Three Series, each ;^ 3 10*. 

Westropp (H. M.) A Manual of Precious Stones and 

Antique Gems. By Hodder M. Westropp, Author of "The 
Traveller's Art Companion," " Pre-Historic Phases," &c. Numerous 
Illustrations. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, ts. 

Wheaton (Henry) Elements of International Law. New 

edition. {In the press. 

When George the Third was King. 2 vols., post 8vo. zis. 

Where is the City ? i2mo. cloth, dr. 

White (J.) Sketches from America. > 8vo. I2x. 

White (J.) Te Rou ; or. The Maori at Home. Exhibiting 
the Social Life, Manners, Habits, and Customs of the Maori Race in 
New Zealand prior to the introduction of civilization amongst them. 
Crown 8vo., cloth extra. lo*. dd. 
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White (R. G.) Memoirs of the Life of WiUiam Shake- 
sp«au%. Post 8vo. Qoth. xor. tcU 

Whitney (Mrs. A. D. T.) The Gayworthys. Small post 

8vo. 3f . (kL 



— Faith Gartney. Small post 8vo. 3J. td* And in Low's 

Cheap Series, xx. 6</. and ax. 

Hitherto. Small post 8vo. 3^. td. and zr. 6^. 

Summer in Leslie Goldthwaite's Life. Small post 



8vo. 3X. 6</. 

The Other Girls. Small post 8vo., cloth extra. 3^. dd, 

We Girls. Small post 8vo. 3J. (id. Cheap Edition. 

xf . ()d. and ax. 

Whyte Q. W. H.) A Land Journey from Asia to Europe. 

Crown Svo. xax. 

Wikoff (H.) The Four Civilizations of the World. 

An Historical Retrospect Crown 8vo., cloth. 6x. 

Wills, A Few Hints on Proving, withotit Professional 
Assistance. By a Probate Court Official. Fourth Edition, 
revised and considerably enlarged, mth Forms of Wills, Residuary 
Accounts, &c. Fcap. 8vo., cloth limp. xx. 

Winter at the Italian Lakes. With Frontispiece View of 
Lake Como. Small post 8vo., cloth extra, ^s. 6d. 

Woman's (A) Faith. A Novel. By the Author of " EtheL" 
3 vols. Post Svo. 31X. 6d, 

Wonders of Sculpture. See Viardot. 

Worcester's (Dr.), New and Greatly Enlarged Dictionary 

of the English Language. Adapted for Library or College Refer- 
ence, comprising 40,000 Words more than Johnson s Dictionary. 4to. 
cloth, 1,834 pp. Price 31X. 6d. well bound ; ditto, half mor. 2/. as. 

" The volumes before iis show a vast amount of diligence ; but with 
Webster it is diligence in combination with fancifulness, — ^Mrith Wor> 
cester in combination with good sense and judement Worcester's is the 
soberer and safer book, and may be pronouAced the best existing English 
Lexicon. " — A theiueum. 

Words of Wellington, Maxims and Opinions, Sentences 
and Reflections of the Great Duke, gathered from his Despatches, 
Letters, and Speeches (Bayard Series), ox. 6d. 

Young (L.) Acts of Gallantry; giving a detail of every act 
for which the Silver Medal of the Royal Humane Society has been 
granted during the last Forty-one years. Crown 8vo., doth. 7X. 6d, 



CHISWICK PRESS : — PRINTED BV WHITTINGHAM AND WILKINS, 
TOOKS COURT, CHANCERY LANB. 
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